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Will  You  Lend  Your  Money  to  God? 


This  world  of  ours  is  built,  lives  and  prospers 
on  loans.  What  are  Government  Bonds  but  money 
the  country  has  loaned  from  the  people  to  carry 
on  its  business?  Municipal  Bonds  are  floated  to 
take  care  of  the  work  and  improvements  of  our 
villages,  towns  and  cities.  Industrial  Bonds  are 
the  loans  that  keep  the  wheels  of  industry  mov- 
ing. Look  at  the  financial  page  of  our  daily  pa- 
pers. There  you  have  a  bird's  eye  view  of  money 
loaned  by  the  people  to  the  service  of  Govern- 
ments and  Industries.  For  this  service  and  the 
risk  it  implies  the  loaner  is  entitled  to  interest. 
This  interest  is  the  fruit  of  his  investment  and  an 
investment  means  security. 

Life  is  so  insecure,  so  uncertain.  Sickness,  ac- 
cidents, old  age,  even  death  itself  imply  expenses 
which  one  feels  in  honour  bound  to  meet.  Is  not 
insurance  itself  a  gamble  which  one  takes  with 
life  and  all  its  uncertainties? 

The  Church  of  God  is  not  "of  this  world."  Her 
interests  lie  beyond  the  grave.  Her  mission  here 
below  is  to  lead  her  children  by  the  hand  to  their 
Eternal  Father  in  heaven.  Her  Kingdom  on  earth 
is  but  a  preparation  of  that  everlasting  Kingdom 
beyond  the  grave. 

Although  "not  of  this  world"  she  lives  "in 
this  world"  and  is  subject  to  conditions  which  af- 
fect human  life.  The  needs  of  her  children  are 
those  of  all  human  beings.  To  live,  build  churches, 
schools,  hospitals,  orphanages,  the  Church  like  all 
human  institutions,  needs  money.  Where  is  this 
money  to  come  from  ?  From  the  generosity  of  our 
Catholic  people.  Firmly  convinced  of  the  value  of 
their  faith  and  of  all  that  it  means  to  them  per- 
sonally and  to  others,  they  come  by  their  contri- 
butions to  the  help  of  the  Church.  The  very  stones 


of  our  Churches  and  of  the  numerous  institutions 
that  dot  our  land,  sing  the  praises  of  the  generos- 
ity of  our  people. 

This  money  given  to  the  Church  is  in  reality 
a  loan  made  to  God  and  to  His  Kingdom  on  earth. 
It  is  an  investment.  Man  becomes  a  shareholder  in 
the  greatest  enterprise  on  earth  .  .  .  the  salvation 
of  souls.  He  shares  in  the  work  of  the  missionaries 
who  without  any  earthly  reward  give  their  lives 
to  the  Church.  And  is  there  any  contribution 
greater  than  life  itself?  Life  is  everything  and 
most  dear  to  all. 

This  loan  to  God  is  an  investment.  Tlie  in- 
terest is  not  paid  in  the  coin  of  the  realm.  It  bears 
a  higher  rate  than  any  earthly  investment.  One 
must  value  it  in  terms  of  eternity.  All  our  posses- 
sions, cash,  bonds,  property  will  be  useless  to  us 
when  death  comes.  Only  what  we  have  loaned  to 
God  will  remain,  placed  to  our  credit  in  the  bank 
of  Divine  Providence.  Death  indeed  is  the  bank- 
ruptcy of  all  our  earthly  plans  and  dreams.  "Their 
good  works  follow  them  beyond  the  grave,"  sings 
Mother  Church  at  our  burial  service.  What  we 
have  given  to  God's  Church  will  follow  us  into 
eternity.  We  may  well  reflect  on  the  words  of  our 
Divine  Saviour :  "Do  not  lay  up  treasure  for  your- 
selves on  earth,  where  there  is  moth  and  rust  to 
consume  it,  where  there  are  thieves  to  break  in  and 
steal  it;  lay  up  your  treasure  for  yourselves  in 
heaven  where  there  is  no  moth  to  consume  it,  no 
thieves  to  break  in  and  steal"  (Matt.  vi.  19-20). 

A  loan  to  God  made  with  the  right  intention 
carries  with  it  spiritual  security,  both  in  this  world 
and  in  the  next.  "Give  alms  out  of  thy  substance," 
said  Tobias  to  his  son,  "and  turn  not  away  thy  face 
from  any  poor  person ;  for  so  it  shall  come  to  pass 
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that  the  face  of  the  Lord  shall  not  be  turned  from 
thee.  According  to  thy  ability  be  merciful.  If  thou 
have  much,  give  abundantly;  if  thou  have  little, 
take  care  even  so  to  bestow  vpillingly  a  little.  For 
thus  thou  storest  up  to  thyself  a  good  reward 
for  the  day  of  necessity.  For  alms  deliver  from  all 
sin  and  from  death,  and  will  not  suffer  the  soul  to 
go  into  darkness.  Alms  shall  be  a  great  confidence 
before  the  most  High  God,  to  all  them  that  give 
it."  (Tobias  iv.  7.) 

This  sense  of  eternal  security,  based  upon  the 
living  word  of  God,  is  the  greatest  reward  that 
comes  to  those  who  in  a  spirit  of  faith  and  of  true 
love  for  God  give  support  to  the  missions  of  the 
Church.  By  building  up  the  Church  militant  on 
earth  we  assure  for  ourselves  an  entry  into  the 
triumphant  Church  beyond  the  grave. 

It  pays  to  lend  to  God. 


More  Radio  Replies  Pamphlets 

R.N.  means  Real  Nurse.  By  Rev.  James  N. 
Bennett,  C.Ss.R.  Price  15c.  An  interesting  and 
instructive  pamphlet  dedicated  to  "Mary,  Our 
Mother,  Whom  God  Chose  as  Nurse  of  the  Re- 
deemer at  the  Crib— through  life— at  the  Cross, 
Who  assists  at  the  birth  of  God's  grace  in  every 
Christian  soul,  Who  is  the  inspiring  example  for 
every  nurse  registered  in  the  work  of  charity 
and  service  of  Christ." 

Our  Lady  and  Daylight  Saving.  By  James  J. 
Galvin,  C.Ss.R.  Price  15c.  A  collection  of  inci- 
dents from  history  showing  how  Our  Lady  ' '  saved 
the  day"  in  times  past  when  darkness  threatened, 
with  an  assurance  that  she  will,  if  we  are  faithful, 
continue  to  practice  spiritual  daylight  saving. 

They  and  God.  By  Rev.  George  H.  Mahowald, 
S.J.  Price  15c.  Radio  sermonettes  on  interesting 
and  saintly  men  and  women  with  a  message  for 
the  world. 

The  Sacred  Heart  and  St.  Margaret  Mary. 
By  a  Visitation  Nun.  A  short  sketch  of  the  life 
of  the  Saint  through  whom  God  revealed  the 
wonders  of  His  Sacred  Heart. 

(All  the  above  pamphlets  are  obtainable  from 
Radio  Replies  Press,  Saint  Paul  1,  Minn.,  U.S.A.) 


Missions  Threatened  by 
Atheists 

(Mission  Intention  for  January) 

Although  Communism  is  not  the  only  form  of 
atheism.  Communism  has  taken  advantage  of  the 
difficidties  and  disturbances  of  the  post-war 
period  to  present  a  most  dangerous  threat  to  the 
missions.  Where  want  and  disease  have  been 
rampant,  they  have  deceived  many  who  were  only 
too  ready  to  accept  any  kind  of  hope.  They  have 
been  successful  in  establishing  their  regime  in 
regions  where  the  Church  had  for  centuries  flour- 
ished. The  danger  in  the  mission  countries,  where 
the  light  of  the  Gospel  is  only  beginning  to  shine 
is  all  the  greater.  It  is  with  regret  that  any  in- 
terested observer  of  the  mission  lands  and  their 
history  for  the  past  fifty  years  wiU  have  to  admit 
that  the  Western  world  has  not  brought  to  these 
countries  high  ideals  so  much  as  technical  skill. 
The  Oriental  has  been  taught  to  desire  the  com- 
forts and  advantages  of  the  Western  world  on  a 
grand  scale.  The  missioner  from  that  same  West- 
ern world  was  not  given  the  opportunity  to 
develop  as  were  the  commercial  and  industrial 
interests.  Communism  preys  on  the  poverty  of 
these  people. 

In  China,  at  the  present  time  of  writing,  there 
is  no  open  sanguinary  persecution  of  the  Church 
but  every  effort  is  being  made  by  the  Com- 
munists to  hinder  the  exercise  of  religion.  Schools 
are  not  confiscated  but  the  teaching  of  Marxism 
has  become  obligatory. 

Korea  has  been  divided  into  two  parts.  Ever 
since  the  withdrawal  of  American  troops  from 
the  southern  part  in  July  of  1949,  the  threat 
of  Communism  is  becoming  all  the  more  present. 

In  Japan,  the  extreme  poverty  of  many  favors 
the  subversive  activity  of  Communists.  Indo- 
China  has  been  placed  in  the  anomalous  position 
wherein  the  Communists  have  been  claiming  that 
they  alone  are  the  true  patriots  and  under  the 
guise  of  patriotism  are  gaining  followers. 

In  Siam,  where  previously  Catholics  had  been 
persecuted  and  Buddhism  favored,  the  government 
is  more  and  more  recognizing  the  CathoLie  re- 
ligion as  its  powerful  ally  for  fighting  atheistic 
Communism. 

The  misery  of  India  is  being  exploited  by  the 
Communists  to  the  extent  that  they  can  make  in- 
roads with  the  help  of  foreign  subsidies.  The 
Communists  are  seeking  to  gain  a  strong  foothold 
in  those  places  of  Africa  which  are  being  de- 
veloped by  foreign  capital. 

Most  Reverend  Thomas  J.  ^McDonnell,  D.D., 

National  Director, 
The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 
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Notes  and  Comments 


"EVOnCRATION  IS  THE  SIN- 
CEREST  FORM  OF  FLATTERY" 

Commenting  on  this  headline, 
written  by  the  Editor-in-chief  of  the 
"Pathfinder,"  a  commercial  firm  in 
the  United  States  made  these  poin- 
ted remarks,  which  may  well  be  ap- 
plied to  Canada: 

If  Capitalism  Is  Wrong,  why  don't 
people  who  hate  it  leave  America? 
If  socialism  is  desirable,  why  don't 
they  go  to  England?  If  communism 
is  what  the  so-called  "common 
man"  wants,  why  doesn't  he  move 
in  droves  to  Russia? 

"Nobody  wants  to  leave  America 
— ^but  tens  of  millions  of  men  and 
women  all  over  the  world,  in  every 
country,  want,  yearn,  plead  for  the 
chance  to  come  to  America. 

"Parlor  pinks  here  lisp  about  the 
beauties  of  statism,  where  the 
government  guarantees  security. 
People  in  those  countries  know  all 
about  this  business  of  government 
taking  care  of  you  from  cradle  to 
grave.  Particularly  the  grave.  Do 
what  you're  told  or  you  get  hurried 
into  it. 

"They  vastly  prefer  America,  with 
its  chance  for  progress,  its  high  liv- 
ing standard,  its  liberty,  its  dignity 
of  the  individual.  They'd  swap  se- 
curity for  your  liberty  any  time. 
Look  out  that  you  aren't  talked  in- 
to the  trade. 


THE  TROUBLE  WITH  THE 
WORLD  TODAY 

Peter  Maurin,  who  has  recently 
gone  to  his  reward,  summed  up  his 
experience  in  these  words.  "The 
trouble  with  the  world  is  that  the 
man  of  thought  doesn't  act  and  the 
man  of  action  doesn't  think." 


UNTIL  THE  EVENING 


Preaching  on  the  words  of  the 
Psalmist:  "Man  goeth  forth  unto 
his  work  and  to  his  labors  until  the 
evening,"  Cardinal  Newman  added 
to  his  text  these  admonitions: 

"May  we  ever  bear  in  mind  that 
we  are  not  sent  into  the  world  to 
stand  all  the  day  idle,  but  to  go 
forth  to  our  work  and  to  our  labor 
until  evening.  Until  the  evening, 
not  in  the  evening  only  of  life  but 
serving  God  from  our  youth  and 
not  waiting  until  our  years  fail  us. 
Until  the  evening^  not  in  the  day- 
time only,  lest  we  begin  to  run  well 
but  fall  away  before  our  course  is 
ended.  The  end  is  the  proof  of  the 
matter  .  .  .  when  the  Lord  shall 
come  'Who  both  will  bring  to  light 
the  hidden  things  of  darkness  and 
will  make  manifest  the  counsels  of 
the  heart.'  Then  shall  we  discern 
between  the  righteous  and  the  wick- 
ed, between  him  that  serveth  God 
and  him  that  serveth  Him  not'  (Mai. 
III.  18)." 


THE  MISSIONARY  IRISH 

"Fi-om  Ireland,  with  its  popula- 
tion of  only  three  millions  one- 
twelfth  of  the  whole  missionary  per- 
sonnel of  the  Church  comes,"  says 
Bishop  Ellis  of  Nottingham  in  a  pas- 
toral letter  on  ecclesiastical  educa- 
tion. 

His  Lordship  points  out  that  it  is 
not  parents  and  priests  alone  who 
have  the  responsibility  of  fostering 
vocations. 

"It  is  a  work  for  the  whole 
Catholic  community  both  in  the 
parish  and  in  the  diocese. 

"I  think  that  it  is  aij  established 
fact  that  where  a  parish  is  known 
for  solid  and  fervent  piety  there 
one  will  find  vocations  springing  up 
in  an  almost  natural  abundance. 
The  clearest  evidence  of  this  is  Ire- 
land." 


THE  POWER  OF  LIFE 

We  are  surrounded  by  mysteries 
whch  should  give  us  to  think.  But 
because  they  are  so  common,  few 
give  them  thought. 

Here  is  one.  Take  a  ton  of  green 
grass,  put  it  under  a  powerful  hyd- 
raulic pressure,  and  you  will  not  be 
able  to  get  one  drop  of  oil.  Yet  the 
cow  can  take  that  grass  and  turn  it 
into  butterfat  which  is  pure  animal 
oil.  When  we  find  out  how  the  cow 
is  able  to  do  that,  we  can  build  a 
machine  which  will  take  green 
grass  in  at  one  end  and  turn  out 
quarts  of  milk  and  pounds  of  but- 
ter at  the  other. 

Some  of  the  other  mysteries  lie 
in  the  power  of  seed  to  reproduce 
the  plant  which  grew  it.  A  poppy 
seed  is  so  small  that  you  can  hardly 
see  it;  much  smaller  than  the  head 
of  a  pin.  Yet  in  that  tiny  seed  there 
is  not  only  that  spark  of  eternal 
fire  which  we  call  life,  plus  a  quan- 
tity of  food  which  will  feed  the  new 
plant  until  it  has  roots,  but  also 
the  ipower  to  reproduce  poppies  of 
exactly  the  same  color  as  in  these 
from  which  the  seed  came.  Only 
about  once  in  a  month  of  moons 
will  a  seed  produce  something  dif- 
ferent from  that  of  the  parent.  We 
call  it  a  sport.  You  will  find  sports 
not  only  from  seed  but  also  among 
fruit-bearing  trees.  These  excep- 
tions to  the  rule  sometimes  repro- 
duce something  that  is  new.  But 
after  all,  these  sports  too  follow  a 
law  sustained  by  the  Creator  of 
Heaven  and  Earth.  These  things 
are  worth  contemplating.  To  do  so 
will  profit  us  more  than  listening 
to  "wise-cracks"  and  other  balder- 
dash supplied  by  enterprises  en- 
gaged in  promoting  sales. 
— "The  Bulletin,  "National  Catho- 
lic Women's  Union 


SUCCESS  IS  GETTING  WHAT  YOU  WANT.  HAPPINESS  IS  WANTING  WHAT  YOU  GET. 
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EDSON  EDITS 
Merry  Christmas  for  Patients  and  Sisters 


'Tis  Christinas  Eve.  Everyone  is  going  about 
the  daily  routine  work  vpith  a  song  in  her  heart 
and  ideas  in  her  head  about  what  she  can  do  for 
others.  We  think  that  idea  makes  Christmas  what 
it  was  intended  to  be — a  time  of  giving  oneself — 
and  that  is  why  our  staff  thinks  a  hospital  is  a 
wonderful  place  to  spend  Christmas. 

A  few  days  ago  boxes  of  coloured  paper, 
wreaths,  bells  and  ribbons  were  brought  out  of 
storage  and  with  the  aid  of  a  step  ladder,  thumb 
tacks  and  scotch  tape,  the  wards  took  on  a  festal 
appearance.  The  tree  was  erected  and  garbed  in 
tinsel  and  lights.  The  temporary  cripples  from 
the  men's  ward — who  might  have  anything  from 
a  cut  toe  to  a  fractured  spine — offered  sugges- 
tions or  climbed  ladders  depending  on  their  infir- 
mities. The  mail  carriers  have  been  making  numer- 
ous trips  to  the  crowded  post  office  and  waiting 
in  line  for  what  seemed  hours  to  obtain  the  arm- 
fulls  of  letters  and  gaily  wrapped  parcels  which 
arrived  daily  for  patients  and  staff. 

With  all  in  readiness  for  the  big  day,  the  pa- 
tients are  tucked  in  bed  a  little  earlier  tonight  be- 
cause anyone  who  Avishes  to  attend  Midnight  Mass 


Santa  Visiting  the  Children's 
Ward,  Edson 


in  the  chapel  may  do  so.  For  Mass,  the  altar  is 
decorated  with  tAvinkling  lights  and  a  profusion 
of  mums,  gifts  of  thoughtful  friends.  A  realistic 
little  crib  is  built  beside  the  altar  under  Our 
Lady's  statue  which  stands  on  a  bracket  high  on 
the  wall.  The  chapel  is  well  filled  with  the  old 
and  the  young,  some  in  casts  and  on  crutches.  We 
had  moved  the  back  pew  out  of  the  chagel  in 
order  to  accomodate  the  two  wheelchairs  in  which 
our  two  "prize"  patients  are  being  brought  to 
Mass.  These  two  teen-agers  have  been  here  for  a 
month,  one  having  sustained  a  fractured  hip  after 
a  fall  from  a  horse,  the  other  having  had  a  serious 
ease  of  rheumatic  fever.  The  two  girls  are  together 
in  a  two  bed  ward  and  they  asked  for  special  per- 
mission to  come  to  Midnight  Mass— the  first  time 
thej'  have  ever  had  the  opportunity  to  attend. 
With  sparkling  eyes,  they  watch  every  movement. 
The  choir  of  Sisters  sing  carols  during  the  Holy 
Sacrifice — singing  the  praises  of  the  Divine  Babe 
who  gave  Himself  to  and  for  each  of  us. 

After  Mass  the  patients  return  to  the  wards 
where  coffee  and  doughnuts  are  served.  A  special 
party  has  been  planned  for  the  two  girls — a 
Christmas  tree  has  been  placed  in  their  room  and 
during  their  absence  the  gifts  from  their  school 
friends  which  have  been  accumulating  for  days 
are  put  on  and  under  the  tree.  The  girls  on  the 
hospital  staff  serve  hot  goodies  and  they  all  join 
in  for  an  enjoyable  hour  before  going  back  to  bed. 

On  Christmas  morning  radios  are  allowed  in 
the  wards — a  privilege  granted  rarely.  The  carols 
are  beautiful  and  everybody  enjoys  them.  Upstairs 
the  women  patients  who  are  up  and  around  decide 
to  have  dinner  at  a  dining  room  table  so  they  put 
all  their  bedside  tables  in  a  double  roAV  in  the 
middle  of  one  of  the  rooms  and  when  the  trays 
with  their  Christmasy  covers  and  holly  place 
cards  are  Ihied  up  on  the  table,  it  is  very  pretty 
indeed— and  not  only  pretty,  but  delicious  for  the 
kitchen  staff  has  applied  all  the  rules  of  their 
culinary  art  to  make  the  dinner  the  most  appetiz- 
ing ever  served. 

We  have  tAvo  other  "dining  rooms" — private 
ones  with  invited  guests;  two  older  ladies  enjoy 
their  turkey  and  cranberries,  each  with  her  hus- 
band as  a  guest. 

During  the  day  gifts  arrive  from  all  sides  and. 
like  one  big  happy  family,  thes«  are  shown  around 
to  everyone  and  enjoyed  by  all.  Santa  Claus  comes 
to  the  children's  Avard  in  the  early  morning  hours 
and  sometimes  returns  to  visit  later. 


THE  ETERNAL  STARS  SHINE  OUT  AS  SOON  AS  IT  IS  DARK  ENOUGH 
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A  Wee  Patient  With  a 
Christmas  Smile 

Alcoholic  beverages  are  usually  not  a  source 
of  difficulty.  One  Christmas,  however,  the  after- 
noon temperatures  and  pulse  were  taken  and  the 
pulse  rate  showed  amazing  rapidity  for  every  pa- 
tient in  one  men's  ward.  The  nurse  left  the  ward 
after  making  the  comment  "Well,  boys,  where  did 
you  get  that  little  nip?"  Seventy-five  year  old 
Hank,  his  aeroplane  splint  waving  in  his  excite- 
ment, said  to  his  neighbour,  "Charlie,  I  knew  we 
wouldn't  be  able  to  keep  that  away  from  her!" 

The  Sister's  Christmas  ?  After  Midnight  Mass, 
we  have  breakfast  in  buffet  style  in  our  com- 
munity room  and  we  open  our  mail,  letters  and 
gifts  from  our  families,  from  other  Sisters,  and 
from  appreciative  friends  and  former  patients. 
We  hear  from  the  little  people  and  from  the  others 
who  are  more  important  in  the  eyes  of  this  old 
world  of  ours.  There  are  greetings  posted  after 
long  sleigh  rides  to  post-offices  on  the  highways 
and  by-ways  of  this  huge  forest-filled  district  of 
ours ;  other  greetings  come  from  far  away  parts — 
Mississippi,  New  York,  Honolulu,  Eastern  Canada. 
They  bring  bits  of  news  from  people  of  interest  to 
us,  bringing  back  memories  of  those  who  have  re- 
ceived help  at  St.  John's  or  who  have  worked 
here. 

(Continued  on  page  7) 


Spiritual  Power  Houses 

In  writing  of  one's  first  impressions  about 
places  or  persons,  it  is  always  well  to  remember 
that  very  often  first  impressions  are  not  lasting. 
That  would  seem  to  be  the  rule,  but  as  with  all 
other  rules,  it  admits  of  exceptions. 

When  asked  some  time  ago,  'What  are  your 
impressions  of  Fargo?"  meaning  the  Religious 
Corresponding  School,  the  picture  of  a  power- 
house flashed  across  my  mind.  That  impression 
has  not  only  remained,  but  with  the  passing  of 
time,  has  become  stronger.  This  comparison  may 
seem  to  be  rather  far-fetched,  but  I  think  with  a 
little  explanation  one  can  readily  appreciate  the 
similarity. 

The  well-constructed,  firm  and  solid-looking 
buildings,  with  their  thousands  of  wires  spreading 
over  the  city  and  reaching  into  the  homes  of 
the  people,  is  a  familiar  sight  to  most  of  us.  In- 
deed so  familiar  are  these  wires  that  one  hardly 
gives  them  a  passing  thought,  as  they  spread 
over  the  roof-tops  like  so  many  threads  of  a 
spider's  web.  But  when  one  thinks  of  the  tre- 
mendous energy  they  carry,  one  views  them  with, 
perhaps,  a  little  awe.  We  are  grateful  for  this 
intimate  network  above  us,  for  it  represents  three 
necessities  of  life:— light,  heat  and  power. 

A  Religious  Correspondence  School  is  a  power- 
house, and  the  wires  are  the  many  lessons  sent 
out  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  children  living  in 
the  country,  deprived  of  the  blessing  of  a  Catholic 
school.  Caechetical  "wires"  provide  these  chil- 
dren with  regular  lessons  in  their  religion,  there- 
by fulfilling  a  three-fold  function  and  purpose 
as  do  the  wires  coming  from  a  power-house.  They 
bring  into  homes  the  Light  of  Faith,  the  Fire 
of  God's  Love,  and  the  Power  of  Good  Example. 

Picture  to  yourself  a  home  without  light.  An 
oppressive  darknes.s  covers  the  place.  It  is  a 
chilling  and  cheerless  house.  Enter  and  you 
have  great  difficulty  in  finding  your  way  about: 
you  are  overcome  by  a  fear,  wondering  what 
could  lurk  in  the  shadows  and  darkened  corners. 
But  bring  in  a  light  and  the  darkness  is  im- 
mediately dispersed,  and  fear  gives  place  to  a 
feeling  of  security  and  safety.  Without  the  Light 
of  Faith,  we  grope  about  in  darkness,  but  with 
our  minds  enlightened  we  walk  with  certainty 
and  confidence. 

As  with  light,  so  with  heat.  How  unhabitable 
would  homes  be  without  warmth!  Persons  in 
whom  the  fires  of  charity  do  not  burn  are  like 
such  homes.  To  enkindle  the  fire  of  charity  or 
to  make  it  burn  brighter,  is  one  purpose  of  the 
"Catechetical  Wires"  coming  from  God's  Power- 
house, the  Religious  Correspondence  School.  They 
teach  our  children  how  to  love  God  and  neighbor. 

(Continued  on  page  7) 
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The  Novices  Enjoy  Christmas 

According  to  One  of  Them 


Every  postulant  is,  perhaps,  a  little  afraid  of 
that  first  Christmas  in  the  Novitiate.  For  weeks 
before  the  Feast  I  tried  not  to  think  about  it 
(easier  said  than  done)  except  to  pray  that  I 
wouldn't  spend  the  day  in  tears  and  make  things 
utterly  miserable  for  everyone.  The  subject  was 
not  discussed  a  great  deal,  but  several  novices  as- 
sured us  that  Christmas  here  was  perfect.  And 
deep  down  there  was  confidence  that  a  King — 
above  all,  our  King — wouldn't  be  outdone  in  gene- 
rosity. So  we  generously  put  all  we  could  into  the 
preparations. 

Many  evenings  were  spent  in  practising  the 
Gregorian  music  for  our  Midnight  Mass ;  for  every 
note  must  be  as  sweet  and  as  pleasing  to  the  little 
Jesus  as  were  the  songs  of  the  angels  that  far- 
away night  in  Bethlehem.  Then  there  were  the 
Christmas  carols — "In  dulci  jubilo,  with  joy  we 
overflow."  We  just  could  not  feel  depressed  when 
singing  such  a  thing  of  lilting  beauty. 

And  so  the  days  of  Advent  passed,  and  it  was 
Christmas  Eve.  No  last-minute  shopping,  thank 
goodness,  but  a  host  of  other  final  duties.  The 
kitchen  was  the  hive  of  activity  you  would  expect 
it  to  be,  and  from  it  issued  aromas  that  would 
tempt  even  the  most  mortified  religious.  Brigades 
of  Sisters  with  ladders,  hammers,  tacks  and  quan- 
tities of  decorations,  went  about  transforming  our 
plain,  everyday  rooms  into  gay,  festive  holiday 
places.  The  Christmas  spirit  was  very  much  alive. 

In  the  chapel  was  a  truly  heart-warming  sight 
— a  stable  nestling  in  a  clump  of  cedars.  Mary  and 
Joseph  and  the  others  were  there,  all  in  readiness. 
They  were  looking  down  at  a  little  place  at  their 


feet  where  the  Holy  Babe  would  be  put  at  Mid- 
night. 

After  supper  we  made  a  Holy  Hour  for  our 
Sisters  on  the  missions,  and  we  knew  their  hearts 
were  one  with  ours  as  we  sang  "Silent  Night, 
Holy  Night."  When  the  Hour  was  over  all  postu- 
lants and  junior  novices  were  ordered  to  bed  to 
get  a  few  hours  rest  before  Midnight  Mass.  "A 
bell  will  ring  or  someone  will  see  that  you  are 
awake  in  time,"  we  were  assured,  as  we  hustled 
off  obediently,  if  somewhat  disappointedly. 

I  do  not  believe  that  everyone  fell  asleep  im- 
mediately, but  this  I  do  know.  When  around  11.15 
the  strains  of  "Adeste  Fideles"  were  heard  in  the 
dormitories  many  a  novice  and  postulant  thought 
it  was  part  of  a  Christmas  Eve  dream.  Into  each 
room  came  the  professed  sisters  and  senior  novi- 
ces, lighted  candles  in  their  hands,  singing  the 
dear  familiar  carols.  At  every  bed  they  paused,  en- 
joying the  various  expressions  on  the  faces,  the 
reactions  of  bewilderment,  surprise,  happiness.  It 
was  very  hard  to  convince  one  novice  who,  being 
sure  it  was  all  a  lovely  dream,  smiled  and  lay 
down  again  to  continue  dreaming!  It  took  two 
verses  of  "Angels  We  Have  Heard  on  High"  and  a 
gentle  shake  or  two  to  convince  her  otherwise. 
Dressing  hurriedly,  we  trooped  out  of  our  dormi- 
tories and  down  the  hall  whence  angel  voices  could 
still  be  heard.  There  they  were,  waiting  for  us.  A 
lighted  candle  was  thrust  Avithin  our  trembling 
fingers,  and  we  joined  in  the  singing :  "The  Christ 
Child  lay  on  Mary's  lap,  His  hair  was  like  a  light; 
0  weary,  weary  Avere  the  world.  But  here  is  all 
aright."  And  everything  was  all  right. 
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Our  procession  wended  its  way  down  the  wide 
staircase.  A  Avee  glittering  tree  was  perched  at  the 
foot  of  it.  It  was  the  friendliest  little  tree  ever 
seen,  and  it  seemed  to  promise  that  Christmas 
would  be  wonderful.  The  chapel  was  completely 
transformed.  While  the  babes  had  slept,  busy 
hands  had  placed  lights,  flowers  and  garlands 
everywhere.  Truly,  all  things  were  fitting  for  the 
Wondrous  Babe  Who  would  come  down  upon  our 
altar  and  into  our  hearts. 

The  fact  that  our  own  Father  Daly  could  be 
with  us  made  everything  glow  even  a  little  brigh- 
ter. He  sang  our  Midnight  Mass  and  we,  too,  rais- 
ed our  voices  in  the  age-old  prayers  of  the  Church 
— every  note  and  every  word  an  act  of  love  for 
our  new-born  King.  "At  last  Thou  art  come,  little 
Saviour."  These  were  the  words  that  sang  in  our 
hearts  as  we  received  Him  on  His  Birthday.  Two 
Low  Masses  followed,  during  which  we  sang 
several  lovely  carols. 

When  all  was  over  we  filed  out  of  the  chapel, 
expecting  perhaps  a  cup  of  coffee  and  a  roll  be- 
fore slipping  off  to  bed.  Before  we  quite  knew 
what  had  happened  we  were  being  gaily  greeted 
on  all  sides  and  led  into  the  refectory.  There,  re- 
vealed only  by  candlelight,  was  a  Christmas  break- 
fast if  we  had  ever  seen  one ! 

Breakfast  over,  we  thought,  "Now  surely, 
we'll  go  right  to  bed."  But  no,  the  next  stop  was 
the  common  room.  Presents,  piles  of  presents 
everywhere !  A  big  tree  spread  its  sparkling 
branches  on  one  side  of  the  room.  Here  were  let- 
ters, too,  and  stacks  of  Christmas  cards  for  every- 
one. Yes,  all  the  Moms  and  Dads,  the  brothers 
and  sisters  and  kith  and  kin  had  gone  all  out  in 
parcelling  up  their  love  and  sending  it  to  us.  "God 
bless  them  all  back  home."  They  had  been  given  a 
•  generous  share  in  the  prayers  and  joys  of  the 
evening.  Now  we  could  read  the  messages  they 
had  sent  us.  No  sadness  here,  even  among  those 
away  from  home  for  the  first  time.  For  the  Giver 
of  all  gifts  has  His  own  way  of  consoling  gener- 
ous hearts — of  those  who  leave  all  to  follow  Him„ 
and  of  those  who  willingly  let  them  go. 

At  last  to  bed  at  an  unmentionable  hour. 
"Sleep,  Holy  Babe!"  The  lovely  melody  lulled  us 
off  to  peaceful  slumber  on  our  first  Christmas 
night  in  the  Novitiate.  Rising  late  that  Christmas 
morning,  we  had  the  privilege  of  hearing,  three 
more  Masses  by  our  Chaplain.  What  a  Christmas 
gift — Masses !  The  universal  spirit  of  joy  which 
only  Christmas  brings  filled  every  minute  of  the 
day  and  evening  and  of  the  Octave  following. 
What  parties  and  suprises  we  had,  what  songs 
and  stories.  Now  we  know  the  senior  novices  were 
right  when  they  assured  us  that  "Christmas  at 
the  Novitiate  is  perfect!" 


Merry  Christmas  fer  Patients  and  Sisters 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
Long  term  patients  'become  well  acquainted 
with  us  and  we  feel  that  we  know  them  and  their 
families.  One  of  our  friends  vrrites  to  tell  us  that 
her  daughter  moved  to  New  York  with  her  family. 
The  trip  was  made  by  plane  and  was  enlivened  by 
Christopher,  aged  three,  declaring  in  stentorian 
tones,  "My  tummy  feels  awfvil,  my  tummy's  gone 
crazy,  I've  got  to  get  off!" 

One  could  go  on  indefinitely  speaking  of 
Christmas  here.  It  is  a  wonderful  time  and  I  can 
say  truthfully  that  I  have  never  spent  happier 
Christmases  than  I  have  since  turning  Edsonward. 
Some  grownups  say  Christmas  is  a  lonely  time — 
it  is  if  you  don't  do  something  to  make  others 
happy.  The  Babe  of  Bethlehem  gave  us  Heaven  on 
the  first  Christmas  day.  May  we  all  be  filled  with 
His  Christmas  spirit  and  learn  how  to  impart  it  to 
others. 


Spiritual  Power  Houses 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
A  person  on  fire  with  the  love  of  God  radiates 
warmth  and  kindliness  and  is,  of  course,  happy. 

And  last,  the  power  of  Good  Example.  A  well 
instructed  Catholic  with  a  clear  knowledge  and 
a  heart  full  of  love  of  God  and  neighbor,  will  be 
an  inspiration  to  everyone.  He  will  be  fearless  in 
the  defense  of  his  religion,  and  give  good  example 
by  practising  it  faithfully.  Human  respect  will 
have  no  place  in  his  life. 

Religious  Correspondence  Schools,  therefore, 
are  as  necessary  to  maintain  as  Power  Houses,  for 
they  carry  into  thousands  of  homes,  light,  heat 
and  power— the  Light  of  Faith,  the  Warmth  of 
God's  love,  and  the  Power  to  give  Good  Example. 

^  ^ 

Let  go  of  that  feeling  of  hatred  you  have  for 
another,  the  jealousy,  the  envy,  the  malice;  let 
go  all  such  thoughts.  Sweep  them  out  of  your 
mind,  and  you  will  be  surprised  what  a  cleansing 
and  rejuvenating  effect  it  will  have  upon  you, 
both  physically  and  mentally.  Let  them  all  go; 
you  house  them  at  deadly  risk. 


IT'S  GREAT  TO  BE  GREAT,  BUT  IT'S    GREATER    TO    BE  HUMAN, 
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Christmas  in  Ottawa  Residential  Club 


Gifts  for  the  Christ  Child 


The  Birth  of  the  Christ  Child  is,  of  course, 
celebrated  joyously  and  devoutly  in  all  our  Resi- 
dential Clubs  throughout  Canada,  but  the  above 
picture  shows  the  way  in  which  this  beautiful 
Feast  is  celebrated  by  Club  members  in  Ottawa. 
To  help  the  girls  realize  that  Christ  mu.st  be  the 
"centre"  of  their  Christmas  a  Crib  is  given  the 
place  of  honour  between  the  Christmas  Trees. 
Admission  fee  to  the  Christmas  party  is  a  gift 
for  the  Christ  Child.  When  all  have  been  ad- 
mitted a  procession  is  formed,  led  by  the  house 

MOST  PEOPIiE  KNOW  HOW  TO  SAY 


chaplain,  bearing  the  Infant.  On  reaching  the 
Crib,  Father  places  the  Infant  on  the  straw  and 
the  lovely  carol,  "Come  to  the  Manger,"  is  sung. 
As  the  procession  moves  by  the  Crib 'each  in  turn 
deposits  her  gift  at  the  foot  of  the  Christ  Child, 
while  all  join  in  singing  well-loved  Christmas 
carols. 

The  following  day  three  girls  deliver  the  gifts 
(as  shown  in  the  picture)  to  >St.  Patrick's  Or- 
phanage where  they  delight  the  hearts  of  many 
of  the  Divine  Infant's  little  brothers  and  sisters. 

NOTraNG  —  FEW  KNOW  WHEN. 
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Christmas  in  a  Ru 

Memories  of  an 

Early  Musical  Preparation 

It  was  not  yet  November  and  Christmas  had 
already  begun  to  east  its  spell.  Sister  B.  and  I 
had  driven  some  fifteen  miles  to  a  school  to  teacli 
catechism  on  the  morning  of  the  last  Saturday  of 
October.  The  time  went  all  too  quickly,  as  it  al- 
ways did  in  that  school,  and  before  we  knew  it 
three  o'clock  had  come.  Some  older  pupils  asked 
us  to  go  to  their  home  to  practise  singing  because 
they  had  an  organ.  On  the  way  there  snow  began 
to  fall,  so  we  decided  not  to  stay  too  long.  Dark- 
ness comes  early  at  that  season  and  roads  could 
get  bad  in  a  few  hours. 

Before  long  all  the  pupils  and  the  choir, 
w^ere  seated  round  the  dining-room  table,  while 
the  family  and  any  who  did  not  sing  either 
busied  themselves  with  household  chores  or  sat  on 
benches  near  the  wall.  After  the  Mass  had  been 
rehearsed  satisfactorily.  Sister  B.  suggested 
Christmas  Carols.  The  sound  of  wood  crackling  m 
the  kitchen  stove,  the  sweetness  of  those  familiar 
and  ever  lovely  melodies,  the  snow  falling  so 
softly  outside,  all  seemed  to  cast  a  charm  over  the 
room.  Faces  that  had  become  tired  and  strained 
from  battling  with  the  long  depression  brightened 
and  became  full  of  peace  and  calm.  It  was  hard  to 
leave,  for  someho\'^  we  knew  that  outside,  facing 
slippery  roads,  cold  and  weary,  it  would  be  hard 
to  catch  that  spell  again. 

Plans  for  the  Concert 

On  the  way  home  we  began  to  face  Christmas 
in  its  less  peaceful  aspect.  There  it  was  again — 
that  ever-recurring  problem — three  schools,  three 
concerts!  Perhaps  the  two  nearer  schools  could 
combine  and  that  would  be  only  two  concerts. 
After  discussion  of  pros  and  cons  the  question  was 
definitely  decided  in  favour  of  combination.  That 
much  being  settled,  the  programmes  and  cos- 
tumes could  wait  at  least  until  we  reached  the 
haven  of  the  Convent,  said  some  prayers,  and  had 
a  nice  hot  supper. 

So  November  and  half  of  December  went  by, 
practising  on  Saturday  at  noon  hour  and  at  every 
spare  moment.  In  the  evenings  all  the  Sisters 
joined  in  the  production  of  shepherds,  angels, 
bunnies  and  what  not! 

Presents  from  the  East 

Soon  it  became  time  to  think  of  Christmas  pres- 
ents. Our  presents,  too,  like  those  at  Bethlehem, 
would  come  from  the  East,  only  they  would  be 

GOD  OFTEN  VISITS  US,  BUT  MOST  OP 


ral  School  Mission 

S.O.S.  Teacher 

given  not  by  Wise  Men,  but  by  wise  women,  and 
instead  of  gold,  frankincense  and  myrrh  there 
would  be  toys,  fruit  and  candy.  Depression,  or  no 
depression,  we  knew  of  certain  kind  hearts  and 
hands  in  the  East  who  had  never  failed  us  and  we 
had  no  reason  to  believe  that  they  would  do  so 
this  time.  Sure  enough,  around  the  fifteenth,  a 
few  minutes  after  the  train  arrived,  we  heard  a 
knock  on  the  door.  There  were  three  or  four  of 
our  big  boys  with  a  large  carton  on  a  sleigh ! 
Strange,  how  willing  hands  were  always  at  the 
station  to  bring  these  parcels  down  Avhen  we 
would  have  quite  a  struggle  to  have  something 
less  interesting  and  more  obvious  delivered.  There 
was  still  another  large  carton  we  counted  on — 
and  it  came  a  couple  of  days  later.  Now  we  had 
toys  and  candies  aplenty,  and  how  we  'blessed  our 
kindly  benefactors ! 

Staging  the  Concert 

Then  came  the  big  night  of  the  combined  con- 
certs— in  the  new  hall!  There  we  had  a  basement 
in  which  we  could  transform  our  angels  into  less 
sublime  characters  in  a  few  moments,  and  this 
after  the  crowded  quarters  of  the  schoolroom,  was 
luxury. 

Soon  the  curtains  were  drawn  and  there  they 
stood — hands  just  so,  heads  up,  all  ready  to  tell 
the  storj^  of  Christmas,  verse  by  verse,  in  the 
beautiful  language  of  St.  Luke,  the  recitation  be- 
ing enhanced  at  appropriate  intervals  by  suit- 
able carols.  The  Sisters,  perhaps  even  more  than 
the  performers,  took  new  courage  from  the  gener- 
ous hand-clapping  of  the  audience.  Each  complet- 
ed number  brought  a  sigh  of  relief — at  least  that 
much  was  over!  And  the  response  was  still  reas- 
suring. With  some  qualms  we  lined  up  our  Ten 
Little  Niggers.  Would  they  seem  at  all  funny? 
They  marched  bravely  on  to  the  stage  and — could 
it  be  po.ssible? — the  hall  Avas  rocking  with  laugh- 
ter! This  was  more  than,  even  in  our  most  san- 
guine moments,  we  had  dreamed.  We  joined  the 
crowd  to  see  if  they  were  really  finding  our  Ten 
Little  Niggers  so  amusing.  It  was !  Our  red  crepe 
mouths,  noses,  and  eyes,  sewed  rather  hurriedly 
on  black  stockings,  had  moved  to  strange  and 
hitherto  unexplored  places  on  the  faces  of  our 
Niggers ! 

Prom  then  on  the  Concert  was  a  big  suceess. 
Everything  seemed  funny,  and  with  all  reverence 
we  thanked  the  Lord  for  bringing  our  effoj-ts  to 
such  a  satisfactory  conclusion. 

(Continued  on  page  10) 
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25  YEARS  IN  HIS  SERVICE 


Sister  Margaret  Guest 


On  September  29th,  six  weeks  after  the  jubi- 
lee celebrations  at  the  Mother  House  recorded  in 
our  last  issue,  Sister  Margaret  Guest  reached  the 
silver  milestone  of  her  life  as  a  Sister  of  Service. 

Sister  Guest  was  one  of  the  first  group  of  Sis- 
ters to  leave  Toronto  in  1924  for  missionary  work 
in  Western  Canada.  After  several  years  of  heroic 
battling  with  pioneer  conditions  in  Camp  Morton, 
our  first  Western  mission,  Sister  Avas  recalled  to 
Toronto  to  undertake  the  onerous  position  of  No- 
vice Mistress.  After  nine  years  in  this  office  she  was 
elected  Sister  General  of  the  Community  by  the 
members  of  the  First  General  Chapter,  held  in 
1937.  Re-elected  to  this  responsible  position  in 
1943,  after  five  years  ill-health  caused  her  to  re- 
sign the  office  of  Sister  General  in  1948. 

Since  then  Sister  has  been  residing  in  our 
rural  hospital  in  Edson,  Alberta.  It  was  in  that 
mission  that  she  celebrated  the  silver  anniversary 
of  her  profession.  It  was  a  day  of  rejoicing  at  Ed- 
son,  and  from  all  the  missions,  east  and  west,  con- 
gratulations and  good  wishes  came  pouring  in, 
giving  ample  proof  of  the  esteem  and  affection  in 
which  Sister  is  held  by  the  Sisters  of  Service 
throughout  Canada. 

As  Novice  Mistress  and  as  Superior  General 
Sister  Guest  devoted  herself  unselfishly  to  the  in- 
terests of  the  Sisters  of  Service,  working  tireless- 
ly both  for  the  stabilization  of  the  Institute  and 
the  spread  of  its  missionaiy  activities. 


Christmas  in  a  Rural  School  Mission 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

School  Parties 

The  next  big  event  was  the  Christmas  Party 
(one  in  each  school).  In  the  school  where  I  pre- 
sided, a  sturdy  Christmas  Tree,  brought  in  by  the 
bigger  boys,  had  been  erected  and  decorated.  At 
its  base  were  the  bright-coloured  Christmas 
stockings  sent  from  our  Eastern  benefactors.  How 
delighted  the  children  were  with  these  stockings — 
filled  Avith  shining  toys,  candy,  fruit  and  nuts! 
After  the  excitement  of  exploring  to  the  very 
toes  of  the  stockings  was  over,  there  was  an  im- 
promptu entertainment  consisting  of  repeat  per- 
formances of  various  items  from  the  Concert  of  a 
few  nights  before,  only  this  time  the  performers 
and  audience  alternated,  and  appreciation  of  each 
item  was  expressed  enthusiastically. 

Midnig^ht  Mass 

But  the  really  great  event  of  Christmas  was 
yet  to  come.  For  weeks  the  choir  had  been 
practising.  On  the  afternoon  of  the  last  Sundaj' 
of  Advent  all  the  young  people  came  to  decorate 
the  Church,  for  at  last  it  was  Christmas  Ev€ !  All 
day  the  thermometer  had  been  dropping  lower 
and  lower.  It  stopped  at  45  degrees  below  zero. 
Could  the  people  come  to  Midnight  Mass?  There 
was  no  place  to  shelter  horses  and  old  cars  have 
a  way  of  refusing  to  start  in  such  frigid  weather. 
By  eleven  Father  had  the  church  well  warmed  and 
lighted.  Vigil  lights  were  glowing  on  the  altar, 
the  Crib  in  the  corner  had  been  given  the  last 
loving  touches  by  both  pastor  and  sisters.  Then 
the  people  came — walking !  Long  before  midnight 
the  Church  was  filled.  Promptly  at  twelve  the 
procession  entered  the  sanctuary  and  proceeded 
round  the  Church — the  priest,  the  altar  boys  with 
white  cassocks,  red  sashes  and  lace  surplices  (all 
made  by  two  kind  ladies)  and  one  little  boy  carry- 
ing the  Infant  on  a  cushion.  On  reaching  the  Crib 
Father  placed  the  Infant  in  the  manger. 

When  the  procession  returned  to  the  altar 
High  Mass  began.  At  the  Offertory  the  well-loved 
strains  of  the  "Adeste  Fidelis"  lifted  all  hearts  on 
a  wave  of  joyful  adoration.  Best  of  all  the  inW- 
tation  "Venite  Adoremus"  brought  every  person 
in  the  Church  to  the  Communion  rail  to  receive 
into  their  hearts  the  God  who  for  their  sakes  had 
become  an  Infant  in  a  manger.  At  the  end  of  Mass 
familiar  carols  were  chanted  lustily  as  the  wor- 
shippere  depai'ted  for  their  homes.  The  Sisters  re- 
turned to  their  Convent,  feeling  grateful  for  hav- 
ing been  chosen  to  help  Christmas  mean  to  so 
many  what  Christ  would  have  it  to  mean. 

On  this  occasion  of  her  Silver  Anniversary  we 
offer  Sister  sincere  congratulations  and  wish  her 
from  our  hearts  renewed  health  and  many  more 
years  in  the  Master's  Service. 


IT  IS  MORE  BimSSED  TO  GIVE  THAN  TO  LEND  .%ND  THE  EXPENSE  IS  ABOUT  THE  SAME 


JANUARY,  1950 


THE  HELD  AT  HOME 


11 


Happenings  at  No.  4 


When  we  speak  of  No.  4,  of  course  we  mean 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Residential  Club  at  No.  -i 
Wellesley  Place,  next  door  to  our  Mother  House. 
This  has  been  a  busy  Fall  at  No.  4.  In  fact,  our 
"Fibber  McGee"  cupboards  are  still  a  source  of 
embarassment  when  the  doors  are  left  open  even 
a  little  bit,  by  mistake.  Here  are  some  of  the 
things  we  have  done  this  Fall. 

Guess  Who? 

The  Hallowe'en  Party  was  an  unqualified  suc- 
cess. The  decorations  were  typical  and  pretty; 
strange,  inanimate  figures  stood  in  corners  just 
inside  the  front  door,  and  of  the  fifty  girls  taking 
part  about  forty  were  in  costume. 

The  prizes  were  awarded  to :  Miss  Lydia 
Smart,  who  charmed  us  with  her  bunny  costume 
and  actions;  Miss  Marie  Sullivan,  a  white  chicken 
just  learning  to  scratch ;  Miss  Elva  Williams,  a 
most  industrious  charwoman ;  Miss  Maria  Marela, 
a  ghost  out  of  "MacBeth" ;  and  Miss  Adele  Salem, 
the  scare-crow  that  vpould  keep  any  garden  safe. 
The  judges,  Mrs.  Russell  and  Miss  White,  had  dif- 
ficulty assigning  the  pinzes  as  the  costumes  were 
so  varied  and  well-chosen. 

Games  were  played  and  refreshments  served. 

Pilgrima,ge  to  Marylake 

Labour  Day  broke  cloudy  and  drizzly,  but  our 
spirits  were  not  dampened.  The  bus  arrived  at 
our  door  at  nine  o'clock  and  Sisters  and  girls, 
armed  with  lunch  boxes,  filed  happily  in.  It  was 
the  annual  pilgrimage  to  the  Shrine  of  Our  Lady 
of  Grace  at  Marjdake,  King,  Ont. 

On  arrival,  the  pilgrims  were  met  at 
the  bus  by  Reverend  Father  Ebert, 
attended  bj^  acolytes,  and  in  procession 
we  went  to  the  chapel,  where  High 
Mass  was  celebrated,  followed  by 
Novena  prayers  to  Our  Lady  and  a 
welcome  to  her  Shrine.  Later  Father 
showed  us  the  many  interesting  build- 
ings on  the  property,  after  which  wc 
had  lunch  under  the  beautiful  shade 
trees.  In  the  afternoon  we  assisted 
at  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, out-of-doors  Way  of  the  Cross 
and  later  the  Rosary  was  said  in 
Common  in  the  chapel. 

Supper  was  taken  in  the  lovely 
dining  hall  and  at  7:30  Father  Ebert 
blessed  the  bus  and  oui'selves  and  sent 
us  on  our  way  to  our  Club  home.  "It 
was  a  grand  day",  was  the  consensus 
of  opinion  of  all  who  were  fortunate 
enough  to  make  this  pilgrimage. 


Shower  and  Wedding 

Weddings,  too,  dot  our  activities.  Miss  Fleu- 
rette  Strasberg  was  the  recipient  of  many  lovely 
gifts  at  the  Shower  held  in  the  Club  Rooms  by  the 
Club  residents.  The  room  was  prettily  decorated 
and  entertainment  was  gay  throughout  the  even- 
ing. On  Saturday,  November  5th,  Fleurette  and 
George  were  married  at  nine  o'clock  in  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes  Church  by  Reverend  Father  Muckle. 
The  bride,  dressed  in  white  cut  velvet,  received 
many  happy  greetings  and  prayers.  Following  the 
wedding,  a  Reception  Breakfast  was  served  in  the 
Club  rooms.  The  tables  were  prettily  set  with  car- 
nations, pink  candles  and  rouchings.  Forty-three 
guests  were  present. 

Communion  Breakfast 

On  the  First  Sunday  of  the  Month,  follow- 
ing Mass  and  Holy  Communion  in  the  Mother 
House  Chapel,  forty-foiu*  girls  enjoyed  breakfast 
in  their  Club  Rooms.  The  decorations  of  blue  and 
white  were  becoming  and  the  shrine  to  our  Bless- 
ed Mother  significant  of  Marian  devotion.  Reve- 
rend Father  Chafe,  Superior  of  the  Foreign  ]\Iis- 
sion  Society  of  the  Republica  Dominica,  address- 
ed the  Members,  giving  them  a  descriptive  and  in- 
teresting accoimt  of  his  six  years  in  the  South. 
Miss  Adele  Salem  introduced  the  guest  speaker 
and  Miss  Veronica  Robitaille  thanked  him  in  the 
name  of  the  Sisters  and  Club  Members. 

(Continued  on  page  13) 


Sisters  and  Girls  on  Pilgrimage  at  Marylake 
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Episcopal  Visitation  at  Vilna 


The  occasion  of  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Baiicloux's  first  episcopal 
visitation  of  Sacred  Heart  Church, 
Vilna,  was  a  day  of  rejoicing  and  one 
that  will  long  be  remembered  by  the 
children  and  parishioners  of  the  dis- 
trict. 

Before  celebrating  Mass  His  Excel- 
lency confirmed  thirty-four  children 
and  twenty  children  had  the  privilege 
of  receiving  their  First  Holy  Com- 
munion during  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  At 
the  end  of  the  last  Gospel,  a  tiny  girl 
and  boy  presented  the  Bishop  with  a 
spiritual  bouquet  of  rosaries  offered 
for  his  intentions,  and  we  all  pray  that 
his  foremost  intention — the  success  of 
tlie  Rosary  Crusade — will  be  accom- 
plished. After  thanking  the  children 
graciously,  His  Excellency  gave  an  inspiring  ser- 
mon on  vocations. 

Though  all  the  children  possessed  a  cate- 
chism, we  dare  say  that  not  all  the  answers  the 
children  gave  are  to  be  found  within  its  covers. 
In  the  examination  preceding  Confirmation.  His 
Excellency  learned  from  a  little  girl  that  Adam 
was  the  cause  of  original  sin,  and  try  as  he  might 
he  could  not  persuade  her  that  Eve  had  any  pan 
in  the  sin  and,  with  many  a  smile  on  the  faces  of 
those  present,  the  Bishop  insisted  that  he  could  not 
let  her  get  by  with  that.  Then  there  Avas  the  little 
boy  he  used  to  demonstrate  for  the  parishioners 
how  Confirmation  should  be  administered.  At  the 
end  of  the  ceremony,  His  Excellency  asked  the  lad 
if  he  had  been  confirmed.  "No !"  replied  the  little 


His  Excellency,  Bishop  Baudoux,  with  the 
Confirmation  Class  at  Vilna 


Our  Lady's  Hospital,  Vilna 

fellow  unhesitatingly.  "Whj'f  asked  the  Bishop. 
"Because  you  are  not  dressed  up !" 

WaJida  Intercedes 

There  was  also  another  reason  for  rejoicing 
on  this  day.  Perhaps  our  readers  will  recall  an 
incident  featured  in  our  magazine  a  few  years  ago 
Avhieh  happened  on  the  octave  of  the  Epiphany.  A 
young  girl  of  about  fourteen  years  of  age  and  her 
father  rang  the  doorbell  of  the  hospital  and  asked 
if  she  might  go  to  confession  and  receive  Holy 
Communion.  A  few  moments  later  in  the  chapel 
before  the  Crib,  Wanda's  desire  was  fulfilled  and 
she  received  her  God.  It  was  her  first  Holy  Com- 
munion and  her  last,  for  Wanda  left  that  morning 
for  Edmonton  to  undergo  an  operation  for  a  brain 
tumor,  and  it  was  there  that  God  took  her  to 
heaven.  The  privilege  of  receiving  her  first  Holy 
Communion  and  of  being  confirmed  with  her 
brother  and  sisters  some  years  previous  had  not 
been  hers,  but  she  had  learned  her  catechism 
through  the  correspondence  course  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  which  they  had  been  receiving.  Since 
Wanda  went  to  heaven  her  prayers  are  interced- 
ing for  her  family.  On  this  occasidn  of  the  Bis- 
liop's  first  visitation  of  the  parish,  the  marriage 
of  her  father  and  mother  was  validated,  and  her 
mother's  longing,  of  twenty  years'  di;ration,  to  rc- 
ceive  Holy  Communion.  Avas  fulfilled.  Wanda's 
mother  is  a  convert.  In  the  near  future  we  be- 
lieve Wanda  will  obtain  the  g^'ace  for  her  oldest 
brother,  who  is  eighteen  years  of  age,  to  make  his 
First  Holy  Communion. 


SOME  MEN  CHISEL  OUT  A  CAREER — OTHERS  JUST  CHISEL 
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TO  US  ALSO 

At  Headquarters,  too,  we  have  been  favoured 
with  a  visit  from  the  new  Bishop  of  St.  Paul.  On 
Sunday,  November  13th,  Bishop  Baudeaux  called 
at  our  Mother  House  and  gave  us  a  most  interest- 
ing talk  on  conditions  in  his  vast  missionary  dio- 
cese. Among  other  incidents  he  told  an  amusing 
story  of  the  plight  of  a  priest  in  his  parish  who  is 
just  beginning  to  learn  English  and  was  called 
upon  to  preach  in  that  language  two  weeks  pre- 
vious to  the  time  appointed.  AVhen  the  ordeal  was 
over,  the  preacher  was  asked  if  he  thought  the 
people  understood  what  he  had  said.  "Yes,"  came 
the  unexpected  reply,  "but  I  didn't!"  His  Excel- 
lency also  informed  us  of  the  recent  permission 
granted  to  priests  of  his  diocese  to  offer  Mass  in 
the  afternoon  or  evening.  This  makes  it  possible 
for  many  more  people  in  his  widely  scattered 
parishes  to  assist  more  frequently  at  the  Holy 
Sacrifice. 

In  concluding  his  talk  the  Bishop  stressed  the 
importance  of  a  deep  interior  life  for  all  workers 
in  the  mission  field.  He  warned  us  of  the  danger, 
over  present  in  exterior  Avorks,  of  being  so  ab- 
sorbed in  activities  that  the  one  thing  necessary  is 
neglected.  He  asked  us  to  pray  in  a  special  manner 
that  missionary  priests  and  sisters  might  be  al- 
ways mindful  of  the  fact  that  everything  depends 
on  God's  grace  and  that  without  this  grace  they 
can  do  nothing. 

The  Bishop  gave  us  his  blessing,  and  left  us 
all  firmly  resolved  to  profit  by  the  helpful  advice 
given.  We  have  also  made  the  resolution  to  keep 
the  diocese  of  St.  Paiil  and  its  missionary  Bishop 
in  our  prayers  and  we  feel  assured  that  His  Ex- 
cellency, besides  continuing  his  paternal  care  of 
the  Sisters  in  our  Vilna  mission,  will  always 
cherish  a  kindly  interest  in  all  S.O.S.  mission- 
aries. 

HAPPENINGS  AT  NO.  4 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

A  Picture-Lecture 

Reverend  Father  J.  Leonard,  of  the  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  showed  the  girls  pictures  of  "Our 
Lady  of  Fatima"  and  gave  an  interesting  talk  on 
the  devotion  to  her  Immaculate  Heart  which  our 
Blessed  Mother  had  requested. 

Regular  Activities 

Each  Monday  evening  the  members  in  Resi- 
dence attend  Study  Club  meetings.  As  the  number 
is  large  the  girls  are  divided  into  two  groups. 

Each  Tuesday  evening  there  are  classes  in 
sewing,  and  each  Wednesday  leather  craft  is 
taught. 

The  Family  Rosary  is  recited  in  common  each 
evening  after  dinner. 


Why  I  Became  a  Sister 
of  Service 

My  first  contact  with  the  Sisters  of  Service 
was  when  they  came  to  teach  catechism  in  our 
parish,  a  fairly  new  one,  in  Saskatchewan.  There 
were  several  nationalities  represented  in  our 
parish  or  rather,  mission. — Polish,  Hungarian, 
Dutch,  French  and  Irish ;  and  a  whole  generation 
liad  grown  up  before  the  district  was  organized. 
Thus  the  people  had  little  or  no  knowledge  of  their 
faith  and  were  unable  to  impart  it  to  their  chil- 
dren. Mass  was  celebrated  there  once  in  six  weeks, 
but  the  people  felt  no  obligation  to  attend — Re- 
ligious fervor  was  not  at  fever  pitch ! 

Into  this  district  came  one  Sister  of  Service, 
and  she  was  delegated  to  live  with  us  during  her 
week's  stay.  Do  we  realize  the  surprise  and  shock 
of  people  who  see  our  Habit  for  the  first  time?  I 
shan't  forget  mine.  Since  our  surprise  was  obvious, 
we  pleaded  ignorance  of  the  Community  and  its 
work,  and  sought  enlightenment.  Sister  was  most 
generous  in  her  information,  and  friendly  rela- 
tions were  established  at  once.  Her  description  of 
the  catechetical  work  in  the  interior  of  British 
Columbia  would  fire  the  missionary  zeal  of  any 
Catholic  girl,  I  feel  sure. 

The  Religious  Life  had  suggested  itself  to  me 
as  a  possible  solution  to  the  quest  for  my  niche  in 
life,  but  had  been  thrust  aside  due  to  the  fact  that 
my  only  acquaintance  had  been  with  teaching  and 
nursing  Communities,  and  I  felt  attracted  to 
neither  of  these  vocations.  But  here  were  women, 
consecrated  to  God,  going  along  the  highways  and 
byways,  in  any  available  conveyance,  living 
wherever  Divine  Providence  placed  them,  gather- 
ing a  handful  of  children,  telling  them  of  God's 
wondrous  love  for  them,  teaching  them  their 
prayers  and  a  few  hymns  so  that  their  First  Holy 
Communion  might  be  a  happy  and  holy  time  for 
them.  Then  ...  .on  to  the  next  field  to  gather  its 
harvest.  Nor  was  this  brief  contact  to  be  the  end. 
These  poor  almost-forgotten  children  had  found 
fast  friends  in  the  Sisters;  their  names  were  en- 
rolled for  year  round  instruction  from  the  S.O.S. 
Religious  Correspondence  School. 

Here  at  last  were  women  doing  the  work  that 
appealed  to  me,  caring  for  the  neglected  lambs  of 
the  flock;  and  so  my  ambition  and  prayer  became 
that  I  too  might  share  in  this  great  work  for  God 
and  souls. 


THE  TROUBIiE  WITH  BEING  PUNCTUAL  IS  THAT  NOBODY'S  THERE  TO  APPRECIATE  IT. 
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Forty  Wonderful  Hours 


This  year  the  Sisters  of  our  Montreal  mission 
had  the  precious  privilege  of  observing  the  Forty 
Hours  Adoration  in  their  own  chapel.  A  letter 
received  from  one  of  the  Sisters  gives  interesting 
details  of  those  grace-laden  hours. 

"It  is  nearly  a  week  since  our  Forty  Hours 
closed,  and  I've  been  so  wanting  to  tell  you  all 
about  it.  Everything  was  wonderful — not  a  hitch 
anywhere.  The  Devotion  opened  on  Saturday 
morning  with  a  Mass  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
Eight  girls,  with  Sister  K.  and  myself  formed  the 
choir.  There  were  no  soloists,  but  the  voices  were 
all  sweet  and  well  modulated.  Two  altar  boys 
came  up  from  St.  Anthony's  to  assist  and  they 
were  such  cute  little  youngsters.  Father  Power 
sang  the  Masses  and  for  the  procession  he  bor- 
rowed an  ombrellino  from  one  of  the  parishes. 
There  were  about  50  in  the  procession.  The  little 
fellow  with  the  ombrellino  had  it  over  himself 
more  than  over  the  Lord,  but  he  was  small  and 
did  hi.s  best.  Sister  and  I  chanted  the  Litany  and 
the  girls  did  nobly  on  the  responses. 

"On  the  two  previous  Sundays  Father  had 
spoken  to  the  girls  on  the  Forty  Hours  and  the 
many  graces  to  be  obtained,  and  this  gave  them 
manj'  ideas  for  intentions  during  their  time  of 
adoration.  I  am  sure  that  over  90%  of  the  girls 
in  the  house  received  Holy  Communion  during 
those  days.  We  drew  up  a  schedule  for  Hours  of 
Adoration  and  left  it  for  the  girls  to  fill  in :  every 


The  Altar  During  Forty  Hours  Devotion 
in  Montreal 


hour  was  taken,  night  and  day.  Some  edifying 
little  incidents  occurred,  such  as  those  teen-aged 
youngsters  whom  no  one  credits  with  too  much 
devotion  getting  out  of  bed  at  3  a.m.  to  spend 
an  hour  in  the  chapel— and  the  time  was  chosen 
freely  by  themselves!  God  must  surely  have  been 
pleased.  The  Sisters  took  turns,  so  that  one  of 
them  was  there  all  night,  in  case  of  fire,  or  any 
other  accident,  but  nothing  untoward  happened. 

"Shall  I  interrupt  the  account  to  tell  you  of  all 
the  new  things  we  bought  to  do  honour  to  Our 
Lord?  First  and  foremost  was  the  Throne.  It  is 
very  beautiful  but  very  simple  and  looks  as  if  it 
had  always  been  there.  It  is  white,  trimmed  in 
gold,  with  four  pillars  supporting  a  solid  dome, 
and  a  back  veil  of  lovely  red  velvet.  Across  the 
front  is  SANCTUS.  We  also  bought  a  new  ante- 
pendium,  net  with  gold  embroidery,  wheat  and 
grapes,  and  made  a  new  white  tabernacle  veil  to 
match  the  vestments.  To  take  care  of  the  can- 
delabra we  bought  a  pair  of  those  elevations  and 
extended  them  to  the  height  of  the  first  step  of 
the  altar;  they  held  the  five-branch  candelabra. 
There  was  a  considerable  outlay  for  all  these 
things,  but  we  received  so  many  donations  that 
in  the  end  it  was  all  even. 

"On  Saturday  and  Sunday  evenings  Father 
gave  a  Holy  Hour  from  seven  to  eight,  and  for 
these  Hours  the  chapel  was  crowded.  One  little 
woman,  a  Mrs.  Riley,  came  Saturday  at  10  p.m. 
and  stayed  until  5  a.m.,  then  went  off  to  Mass  at 
the  Franciscans  before  going  home  to  get  break- 
fast for  her  husband. 

"I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  about  our  flowers. 
We  bought  red  roses  for  the  altar  but  put  most  of 
them  on  the  mantle  at  the  back  to  keep  them  as 
far  as  possible  from  the  candles.  Then  we  re- 
received  several  donations  of  roses  and  white 
carnations.  Baby  mums,  all  colours,  filled  baskets 
along  the  route  of  the  procession.  We  borrowed 
two  tipping  stands  for  ferns,  and  there  was  a 
lovely  fern  at  either  end  of  the  mantle  bowing 
towards  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

"On  Monday  morning  the  closing  ceremonies 
were  as  impressive  as  for  the  opening.  It  was  a 
little  hard  to  come  down  to  earth  after  sueli  a  real 
taste  of  heaven.  As  a  result  of  the  Forty  Hours 
Father  is  going  to  sing  a  High  Mass  every  month 
and  eventually  we  are  hoping  the  congregation 
will  all  sing  the  Ordinaxy.  Also,  from  now  on 
we  are  going  to  have  a  Holy  Hour  at  the  close 
of  our  monthly  exposition  dayx  AVe  are  all  very 
happy  over  our  first  attempt  to  give  glory  to  our 
Eucharistic  Lord  by  the  Forty  Hours  Devotion. 

S.O.S.,  Montreal. 
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VOCATIONS 

Why  Keep  the  Master  Waiting? 


A  great  thrill  comes  to  the  traveller  West- 
bound when  for  the  first  time  he  sees  our  great 
Prairie  land  unfold  before  him  a  mantle  of  wav- 
ing wheat.  For  hours  and  hours  he  travelled 
through  a  rugged  land,  dotted  with  lakes  and 
streams.  And  what  a  beautiful  seene  burst  upon 
him  as  the  train  skirted  the  shores  of  Lake  Su- 
perior. But  on  the  third  day  the  train,  after 
crawling  through  rocks  and  bushes,  seems  to  gain 
momentum  as  it  rushes  on  to  meet  the  wide  ex- 
panse of  the  undulating  prairie  land. 

Many  a  time  during  the  last  twenty-five  years 
have  I  stood  on  the  platform  of  the  observation 
ear  waiting,  in  the  morning  sun,  to  get  a  first 
glimpse  of  the  prairie  and  recapture,  as  it  were, 
the  freshness  of  my  first  vision  of  it.  For  to  me 
that  prairie  was  Canada's  great  mission  field.  To 
one  who  has  "the  vision  of  things  unseen"  the 
Divine  Saviour  seems  to  stand  at  the  entrance  of 
our  great  wheat  land.  The  fields  of  a  ripening  har- 
vest are  a  symbol  of  that  spiritual  harvest  of  souls 


of  which  the  Master  speaks  in  the  Gospel.  But 
where  are  the  belated  harvesters?  The  Saviour  is 
still  waiting  for  them.  He  still  stands  on  the  edge 
of  our  great  mission  field  waiting  for  the  help  of 
missionary  priests  and  sisters. 

Why  do  you  keep  Him  waiting?  He  wants  to 
share  with  you  the  work  of  redemption,  to  make 
you  a  partner  in  the  greatest  work  of  all.  .  .  .the 
salvation  of  souls. 

To  many  souls  who  are  thinking  of  a  religious 
vocation  this  question  is  soul  searching.  It  they 
fail  to  come,  what  will  happen  to  the  harvest. 
This  is  the  greatest  spiritual  opportunity  offered 
to  those  who  dream  of  doing  something  for  the 
greater  glory  of  God  and  the  welfare  of  His 
Church.  We  only  pass  through  life  once.  Let  us 
take  advantage  of  this  opportunity  the  mission 
field  offers  us. 

Young  Women — how  long  will  you  have  the 
Master  of  the  harvest  wait  for  you. 

G.D. 
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pilgrimage  to  tfje  Cemeterp 


On  "All  Souls'  Day",  or  the  day  after  it  is 
the  custom  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  make 
their  annual  pilgrimage  to  the  land  of  the  dead. 
The  Catholic  Cemeterj^  in  Toronto  bears  the 
beautiful  and  inspiring  name  of  "Mount  Hope." 
Christian  Hope  shines  upon  that  consecrated 
ground  where  death  holds  its  victims  until  "dust 
returns  to  dust."  How  peaceful,,  how  silent  are 
those  graves !  Row  upon  row,  like  an  army  on 
review  after  the  battle  has  been  won,  our  dear 
dead  await  in  silence  (and  how  deep,  how  im- 
pessive  is  this  silence!)  the  last  bugle  call  of 
the  final  resurrection — the  call  to  march  on  to 
the  final  judgment.  From  the  very  depths  of 
those  graves  comes  the  cry  of  defiance,  flung  into 
the  face  of  the  grim  reaper:  "Oh,  Death,  where 
is  thy  victory?  .  .  .  We  believe  in  the  resurrection 
of  the  body — in  life  everlasting." 

No  wonder  Mount  Hope,  especially  on  All 
Souls'  Day,  brings  a  message  of  peace  and  con- 
fidence. 

On  their  pilgrimage  to  the  land  of  the 
departed,  the  Sisters  quietly  wend  their  way  to 


that  particular  "plot"  which  is  the  home  of  their 
dead.  Rounding  the  crescent,  they  come  in  view 
of  our  monument.  It  is  a  Celtic  cross,  bearing 
the  arms  of  our  Institute.  On  its  base  are  the 
words:  "WE  HA\^  SERVED."  They  came  in 
the  years  of  their  youth  to  serve  the  Divine 
Master  in  the  great  field  of  our  home  missions. 
They  worked  with  zeal  and  self-sacrifice.  Now 
their  labours  are  over.  They  rest  in  the  arms 
of  the  Lord.  What  a  beautiful  example  they 
have  left  to  those  who  are  called  to  carry  on 
that  same  work  to  which  they  dedicated  their 
lives!  The  good  work  they  have  done  has  fol- 
lowed them  beyond  the  grave.  The  merit  one 
acquires  during  life  is  the  only  thing  we  carry 
with  us  before  the  judgment  seat  of  God. 

The  shades  of  evening  were  closing  in  when 
the  Sisters  left  the  Cemetery.  Like  ghosts  in  the 
night  they  slipped  away  and  turned  their  foot- 
steps homeward,  murmuring  tl^e  praj-er :  "Eternal 
rest  grant  unto  them,  0  Lord,  and  let  perpetual 
light  shine  upon  them." 
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Launch  Out  into  the  Deep 


THE  Ship  of  Peter  is  ever  plying  the  seven 
seas.  Her  divinely  appointed  Pilot  knows 
the  changing  tides,  the  cross  currents,  the 
hidden  rocks  upon  which,  in  the  past,  many  ships 
were  wrecked.  The  seas  are  heavy;  a  violent 
gale  whistles  through  the  rigging,  but  the  Ship 
holds  her  course.  Ever  confident  in  the  promises 
of  Her  Divine  Founder,  the  Church  fearlessly 
watches  the  angry  waves  beat  against  the  Rock 
of  Peter.  The  ever-renascent  hope  that  calm  will 
come  when  the  storm  will  have  spent  itself  rests 
upon  the  promises  Christ  made  to  Peter  .  .  . 
"The  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail." 

In  her  long  history  the  Church  has  never 
suffered  such  universal  and  violent  persecution 
as  in  our  present  time.  Communism  is  today  her 
•deadly  enemy.  Like  an  octopus  its  tentacles  are 
everywhere  trying  to  strangle  the  Church. 
Bishops,  priests,  monks  and  nuns  are  being  exiled. 
Thousands  of  them  now  linger  in  concentration 
camps  as  slave  laborers  behind  the  Iron  Curtain. 
The  ominous  and  dark  clouds  of  an  atomic  war 
linger  over  the  horizon.  In  reality  it  is  a  death 
struggle  between  the  Kremlin  and  the  Vatican, 
between  Moscow  and  Rome,  between  the  City 
of  Man  and  the  City  of  God. 

Amid  the  uneasiness  of  the  present  and  the 
uncertainty  of  the  future,  the  Catholic  Church 
remains  calm  and  undisturbed.  Has  she  not  seen 
in  our  day  two  of  her  enemies.  Hitler  and  Musso- 
lini, disappear  ignominiously.  What  has  hap- 
pened to  them  will  happen  to  Stalin.  He  will  go 
the  way  of  all  flesh.   The  Russian  Empire  will 


follow  the  way  of  all  empires,  and  the  Empire  of 
Christ  will  remain. 

As  the  raging  waves  of  persecution  wash  the 
decks  of  the  Ship  of  Peter,  the  voice  of  the 
divine  Skipper  can  be  heard :  "Launch  out  into 
the  deep !"  This  command  was  a  challenge  to 
the  Church  Universal.  In  every  Catholic  country 
this  appeal  of  the  foreign  mission  field  is  every- 
where in  evidence.  That  the  Church  in  these  days 
of  persecution  should  extend  her  line  of  battle  in 
every  Continent  throughout  the  world  is  an  out- 
standing sign  of  her  vitality.  In  these  depress- 
ing times  this  invasion  of  the  mission  field  is  a 
most  heartening  sight. 

Canada  and  the  United  States  are  in  the  van- 
guard of  these  battalions  of  missionaries  now  on 
the  march  "to  the  very  confines  of  the  earth." 
A  few  years  ago  the  Holy  See  appealed  to  every 
religious  order  in  Canada  to  send  missionaries 
to  Japan  where  the  harvest  is  so  promising.  The 
answer  was  spontaneous  and  generous.  Today 
the  sons  and  daughters  of  Canada  are  laboring 
with  zeal  and  great  success  in  the  Land  of  the 
Rising  Sun. 

This  forward  movement  recently  prompted  the 
foundation  of  an  English-speaking  Community 
of  Sisters,  solely  dedicated  to  the  foreign 
missions.  They  are  to  be  known  as  "OUR  LADY'S 
MISSIONARIES."  Founded  by  the  Right  Rev- 
erend R.  Macdonald  in  Alexandria,  Ontario,  this 
Community  witnessed,  last  December  8th,  the  in- 
vestiture of  its  first  eight  Novices.  They  head 
a  long  procession  Avhich,  we  are  confident,  will 
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grow  with  the  passing  years.  Already  they  think 
of  that  long  and  winding  trail  which  is  to  lead 
them  into  the  land  of  their  youthful  dreams. 

It  was  most  fitting  that  this  first  English- 
speaking  Community  for  the  foreign  missions 
should  be  founded  in  Alexandria.  Was  not  that 
town  the  cradle  of  the  English-speaking  Hier- 
archy in  Ontario  1  When  Bishop  Alexander 
McDonnell  was  appointed  to  his  See,  Canada  was 
a  mission  field.  Years  have  brought  great 
changes  in  the  Church  in  our  Dominion.  It  is 
but  just  that  now  her  own  children  should  go  as 
missionaries  to  foreign  lands.  The  blessing  of  God 
will  be  upon  those  Missionaries  of  Our  Lady  who 
are  called  to  blaze  a  new  trail  in  the  mission 
field.  May  our  Divine  Redeemer  and  His  Blessed 
Mother  be  with  them  when  they  will  leave  the 
shores  of  Canada  for  the  distant  fields  i"*  their 
apostolic  endeavour. 


7.000  Taught  by  Air 

Reaching  isolated  settlers  and  their  children 
by  mail  has  long  been  a  recognized  method  of 
teaching  those  who  are  prevented  by  distance 
from  receiving  personal  instruction.  Now  in 
South  America  the  air  waves  have  been  called 
into  service  for  the  teaching  of  reading,  writing, 
history,  agriculture,  hygiene,  religion  and  music. 

Because  it  is  as  yet  impossible  to  open  schools 
for  the  peasants — many  of  them  illiterate — in 
the  Tenza  Valley,  30  miles  from  Bogota,  the 
capital  of  Columbia,  South  America,  28-year-old 
Father  Joaquin  Salcedo  has  opened  his  own 
radio  station,  distributed  1,000  receiving  sets 
and  enrolled  7,000  peasants  as  students  of  his 
radio  school. 

Each  group  of  student  listeners  is  supplied 
with  a  blackboard,  text  books  and  writing  ma- 
terials. In  charge  of  the  group  is  an  honoraxy 
assistant  teacher  who  operates  the  sets,  writes 
on  the  blackboards  the  lessons  as  they  are  broad- 
cast and  directs  the  peasants  in  the  use  of  the 
text  books. 

Father  Salcedo,  who  has  increased  his  radio 
station's  power  by  the  addition  of  a  second- 
hand short-wave  transmitter,  is  now  seeking  new 
receiving  sets.  He  hopes  to  increase  the  number 
of  his  students  to  150,000. 

President  Perez,  who  inaugurated  the  radio 
school,  has  promised  his  support.  The  Govern- 
ment is  watching  the  enterprise  with  the  greatest 
interest. 


How  Long,  O  Lord! 

By  Joseph  A.  Breig,  in  C.  P.  A.  Btilletin 

We  are  living  in  the  most  exciting  age  in  his- 
tory, and  we  don't  know  it  because  we  are  dull. 

Our  writers  are  dull.  Our  dramatists  are  dull. 
Our  movie  and  radio  and  newspaper  people  are 
dull. 

Our  Catholic  journalists  are  dull,  too.  As  dull 
as  any  of  them.  Maybe  duller.  Including  me. 

And  including  you;  because  the  readers  are  as 
dull  as  the  writers. 

Catholic  newspapers  and  magazines  today 
ought  to  flame  and  crackle  and  roar. 

They  ought  to  explode  upon  the  public  with 
earthquake  sensationalism.  They  should  be 
shocking. 

And  the  readers  ought  to  be  shocked  into 
volcanic  horror  and  anger.  Their  anger  ought  to 
blight  the  trees  and  blast  the  stars  and  blot  out 
the  sun. 

I  regret  to  say  that  nothing  of  the  kind  happens. 
It  does  not  happen  because  we  are  all  missing 
the  story. 

Or  if  we  are  not  entirely  missing  it  we  are  mis- 
sing the  meaning  and  the  feeling  of  it. 

We  are  missing  the  horror  and  adventure  of  a 
terrible  and  wonderful  era. 

This  is  a  period  of  martyrdom — millions  of 
martyrdoms  in  a  dozen  nations  across  the  earth. 

It  is  a  time  of  intrigue  and  counter-intrigue,  of 
horrible  evil  and  shining  goodness. 

Heaven  and  hell  are  locked  in  mortal  combat, 
and  the  earth  shakes  from  the  shock  of  the  en- 
counter. 

But  nobody  feels  it.  Nobody  sees  it.  Nobody 
hears. 

Suppose  that  you  were  living  under  Nero  in 
ancient  Rome. 

And  you  took  up  your  Christian  new.spaper  or 
magazine  and  saw  no  mention  of  St.  Agnes  or  St. 
Sebastian  or  St.  Lawrence. 

Or  worse,  suppose  that  what  you  found  was  a 
dull  item  mentioning  in  passing  that  a  little  girl 
had  been  butchered  for  refusing  to  sin. 

And  that  a  soldier  had  been  sieved  with  arrows 
for  believing  in  God. 

And  that  a  great  man  had  been  boiled  alive  for 
declining  to  deny  Christ. 

And  suppose  that  you  were  so  stupid,  and  the 
story  so  pedestrian,  that  you  turned  to  the  sports 
page. 

Or  you  laid  down  the  sheet  and  went  to  the 
theatre,  there  to  be  regaled  with  silly  pap  about 
young  love  in  a  world  whei^e  lust  had  destroyea 
love. 

And  then  you  went  home  and  went  to  bed. 
without  an  outcry,  without  a  prayer,  without  a 
(Continued  on  Page  16) 
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Notes  and  Comments 


"I  GIVE  AliL  THIS  TO  YOU" 

In  one  of  the  churches  of  Eng- 
land there  is  a  very  unusual  chalice. 
It  is  a  silver  chalice,  and  firmly 
fixed  in  the  under  part  of  the  base 
of  this  silver  chalice  are  four  pen- 
nies and  a  half-penny.  Why? 

There  was  once  a  young  boy  who 
fell  ill.  He  was  dying.  He  was  just 
four  years  old.  He  knew  he  was 
dying  and  he  was  quite  happy  De- 
cause  he  knew  he  was  going  home 
to  God.  Before  saying  his  lasi  good- 
bye to  his  father  and  mother  he 
asked  for  his  money  box,  and  he 
said  to  them:  "I  give  all  this  to 
you." 

After  he  was  dead  his  father  and 
mother  opened  the  money  bo^..  They 
found  that  all  he  had  was  four  pen- 
nies and  a  half-penny.  So  his  good 
parents  began  to  talk  to  one  an- 
other about  what  should  be  done 
with  their  dear  boy's  gift. 

At  last  one  of  them  said:  "We 
will  have  a  silver  chalice  made,  and 
we  will  have  these  four  pennies  and 
the  half-penny  fixed  in  the  base  of 
the  chalice  and  so  our  boy's  gift  of 
all  he  had  will  be  given  to  the  ser- 
vice of  God." 

When  that  boy  in  his  love  for  his 
father  and  mother  said  "I  give  all 
this  to  you"  he  didn't  know  what  a 
wonderful  gift  he  was  making.  He 
didn't  know  that  his  little  gift  was 
going  to  be  joined  to  a  chalice  which 
would  be  consecrated  to  God's  ser- 
vice and  used  at  Holy  Mass  day 
after  day. 

So,  also,  when  we  offer  our 
Heavenly  Father  all  that  we  have 
in  the  way  of  insignificant  bits  of 
work,  prayer  and  suffering,  He 
unites  them  to  the  Passion  of  Christ 
so  that  these  actions,  in  themselves 
of  little  worth,  become  powerful 
for  the  redemption  of  souls. 


THE  REDE3IPTORIST  ORDER 

When  in  173  2  St.  Alphonsus 
founded  the  Congregation  of  the 
Most  -Holy  Redeemer  in  the  hills 
of  Scala,  near  Naples,  although  sur- 
rounded only  with  a  few  disciples, 
he  had  the  vision  of  his  Order  as 
a  tree  spreading  its  branches  over 
the  world.  Today  we  see  the  realiz- 
ation of  his  prophecy.  His  sons  are 
to  be  found  on  every  Continent  of 
the  world.  As  of  January,  1948,  the 
number  of  Redemptorists  are  7,440. 
There  are  among  their  ranks  nine- 
teen Archbishops,  Bishops  and  Pre- 
fects Apostolic. 

The  Congregation  is  divided  into 


2  4  Provinces  and  3  6  Vice-Provinces. 
Everywhere  faithful  to  the  purpose 
of  their  Institute,  these  thousands 
of  sons  of  the  great  St.  Alphonsus 
are  dedicated  to  the  salvation  and 
sanctification  of  the  most  aban- 
doned souls.  This  work  they  ac- 
complish by  the  preaching  of  mis- 
sions and  retreats. 


GENEROSITY  OF  A3IERICAN 
CATHOLICS 

The  following  figures  pay  tribute 
to  the  amazing  generosity  of  our 
neighbours  across  the  border.  It  is 
true,  America  is  a  wealthy  country, 
but  how  generous  she  has  shown 
herself  in  sharing  that  wealth  with 
the  rest  of  the  world! 

Some  12.0  00  tons  of  food — about 
five  to  six  thousand  truckloads — • 
have  been  given  by  the  War  Relief 
Services  of  the  U.S.  National  Catho- 
lic Welfare  Conference  to  the  Ger- 
man Caritasverband,  a  Catholic  re- 
lief agency. 

More  than  a  million  infants'  gar- 
ments have  been  sent  to  Germany 
by  the  U.S.  National  Catholic  Wo- 
men's Union  in  the  past  two  years. 

The  NCWC  has  also  sent  415 
million  penicillin  units  to  German 
hospitals. 


OARDINAX.  MOONEY  ON  THE 
CATHOLIC  PRESS 

"To  realize  the  need  of  the 
Catholic  press,  one  has  but  to  re- 
flect a  moment  on  what  is  ever  be- 
fore his  eyes  in  the  non-Catholic 
press  of  the  country.  The  Catholic 
press  furnishes  a  commentary  on 
current  events  which  offsets  inter- 
pretations so  ifrequently  based  on 
incomplete  knowledge  or  utter  ig- 
norance of  Catholic  principles.  The 
Catholic  press  affords  an  oppor- 
tunity to  correct  positive  misinfor- 
mation about  things  Catholic  which 
— unwittingly  it  may  be,  but  none 
the  less  disastrously — -is  circulated 
in  the  widely-read  pages  ot  popu- 
lar periodicals  and  books.  The 
Catholic  press  supplies  some  anti- 
dote, at  least,  to  the  harmful  in- 
fluence of  much  of  the  reading  mat- 
ter that  cannot  be  excluded  from 
our  homes,  some  substitute  for  the 
exhaustive  perusal  of  the  scandals, 
the  morbidities  or,  at  best,  the  flip- 
pancies that  fill  the  columns  of  all 
too  many  of  our  daily  papers.  In  ad- 
dition, the  Catholic  press  brings 
into  the  home  simple  and  timely 
exposition  of  Catholic  doctrinal  and 
moral  teaching,  to  supplement,  with 


I'm  subscribing 
to 

''THE  FIELD 
AT  HOME" 


for  these 


REASONS!" 


1 "Because  as  a  Catholic  Cana- 
dian I  am  deeply  interested 
in  our  great  Home  Mission 
Field. 

0^  "Because  the  "Sisters  of  Ser- 
^  vice"  have  been  founded  to 
labour  in  that  Field  where 
the  leakage  of  our  Catholic 
forces  is  the  greatest. 

"Because  by  subscribing  to 
their  missionary  magazine  I 
wish  to  share  in  their  noble 
"Catholic  and  National  endea- 
vour." 


My  Name  , 

My  Address 


all  the  clearness  of  the  printed 
word,  the  pulpit  instructions  which 
unavoidaible  circumstances,  especi- 
ally in  our  city  churches,  tend  more 
and  more  to  abbreviate." 


RARE  VOLUME.  A  BOOK  THAT  COMBS  HACK  AFTER  YOU'VE  LOANED    IT   TO  SOMEONE. 
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ave  come  to  serve 


Retreat 

From  January  24tli  to  February  2nd  thirty 
Sisters  of  Service  made  their  annual  retreat  under 
the  experienced  guidance  of  Reverend  A.  Pape, 
O.S.A.,  Superior  of  the  Augustinian  Fathers  at 
Marylake.  In  his  series  of  inspiring  conferences 
Father  left  nothing  undone  to  make  clear  to  his 
listeners  the  principal  means  for  ensuring  success 
in  the  quest  for  holiness. 

Reception  of  Habit 

On  the  last  evening  of  the  Retreat,  at  a  simple 
ceremony  in  the  Novitiate  chapel,  the  following 
postulants  received  the  holy  habit  from  the  hands 
of  Father  Daly:  Miss  Constance  Dignan,  Miss 
Grace  Walsh,  Miss  Joan  Coffey. 

Professions 

Father  Pape  said  an  early  Mass  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  Feast  Day  and  gave  Holy  Communion 
to  all  the  retreatants,  with  the  exception  of  the 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Sisters  receiving  the  habit  or  making  profession. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  Profession  Mass  was  sung 
by  Reverend  C.  Killingsworth,  C.Ss.R.  The  Novi- 
tiate choir  sang  both  Proper  and  Ordinary  of  the 
Mass  in  Gregorian,  with  profession  motets  insert- 
ed at  suitable  intervals.  The  altar  was  attractively 
decorated  with  white  roses  and  red  carnations. 
Present  in  the  sanctuary  were  Reverend  G.  Daly, 
C.Ss.R.,  Reverend  A.  Pape,  O.S.A.  and  Reverend 
Mathias  Lu,  the  Novitiate  chaplain. 

Father  Daly  presided  at  the  Profession  cere- 
mony which  took  place  immediately  after  Mass. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  "Veni  Creator,"  which 
was  sung  by  the  choir.  Sister  Mary  Daly  (Mill- 
town,  N.B.)  made  her  first  vows  and  received 
from  Father  Daly  the  silver  cross  of  first  profes- 
sion. Sister  Florence  Kelly,  (Chepstow,  Ont.)  then 
pronounced  her  perpetual  vows  and  received  from 
Father  the  silver  ring  symbolizing  the  final  con- 
secration of  her  life  to  God  as  a  Sister  of  Service. 


Three  New  Novices 
Sister  Coffey,  Sister  AValsh,  Sistoi 


Dignan 
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Sister  Kelly 


In  an  appropriate  little  talk  Father  linked  the 
offering  of  themselves  made  by  the  professed 
with  the  Offering  in  the  Temple  celebrated  on 
the  Feast  of  the  Purification,  ending  with  heart- 
felt congratulation  and  good  wishes  to  the  sisters 
making  profession. 

The  ceremony  closed  with  the  singing  of  the 
Te  Deum. 


Sister  Scribbles  It  Down 


Sister  Daly 


How  an  S.O.S.  Battles  Sub-Zero  Weather 

The  following  extracts  taken  from  the  diary 
of  an  S.O.S.  rural  school  teacher  give  a  vivid 
picture  of  what  life  can  be  like  in  a  Western 
mid-winter  blizzard : 

Jan.  1.  Made  preparations  to  go  back  to  school. 

Jan.  2.  Took  out  the  car  to  try  the  road.  Got  as  far 
as  the  grocery  store  and  was  told  it  would  be  hope- 
less to  try  to  go  any  further,  as  the  road  was  all  filled 
in  for  a  mile. 

Jan.  3.  Thirty-two  degrees  below  zero  and  north- 
west wind  blowing.  Bundled  up  in  parka,  over-stock- 
ings, felt  boots  and  scarf,  I  started  off  walking.  Met 
a  couple  of  small  boys  about  half  a  mile  up  the  road. 
They  told  me  my  face  was  frozen,  so  I  called  into  No. 
1  School,  took  the  scarf  from  around  my  neck,  put  it 
over  my  face  and  set  out  again.  Walking  was  good, 
all  clear  except  for  the  first  mile.  Three  and  a  quar- 
ter miles  up  the  road  I  heard  sleigh  bells.  I  looked 
around  and  there  was  a  caboose  just  behind  me.  It 
stopped,  the  door  opened,  I  entered.  There  was  a  chair 
beside  a  small  stove,  and  on  this  I  sat,  unwound  my 
scarf  and  pulled  oiff  my  mitts.  The  driver  was  seated 
on  a  bench  on  the  opposite  side  near  the  front  win- 
dow, which  he  opened  at  frequent  intervals  to  shout 
at  the  horses  to  jog  them  on.  The  conversation  was 
mainly  about  weather  and  roads.  He  drove  me  for 
about  two  and  a  half  miles.  The  last  mile  I  walked 
and  arrived  at  the  school  at  10.10.  I  decided  to  stay  in 
the  district  for  the  rest  of  the  week. 

Jan.  5.  Sister  was  able  to  get  through  with  the  car 
an^  come  for  me  at  4.30. 

Jan.  9.  High  wind  and  twenty  degrees  below.  Got 
Jacob  to  put  the  chains  on.  Went  along  fine  as  far 
as  No.  2  School.  About  half  a  mile  beyond  ran  into 
a  drift.  Luckily  I  was  near  a  farm  house  and  the  far- 
mer pulled  me  out  with  his  team.  He  told  me  the 
drifts  were  even  worse  further  on.  I  would  be  wise 
not  to  take  the  car.  I  turned  around  on  the  road, 
drove  the  car  back  to  No.  2  School,  gave  the  keys  to 
Sister  and  started  off  on  foot.  The  man  who  pulled 
me  out  of  the  drift  said  he  would  hitch  up  his  team 
and  "haul"  me  to  school.  I  was  thrilled,  as  the  wind 
was  bitter  cold.  I  arrived  at  10.15.  Again  I  decided  to 
stay  for  the  week. 

Jan.  13.  Sister  was  able  to  get  through  with  the  car 
because  the  snow  plough  opened  the  roads. 

Jan.  15.  Snowing,  blowing  and  drifting.  We  expec- 
ted Mr.  E.  to  come  for  us  in  the  caboose,  but  he  didn't 
show  up.  At  first  we  thought  we  would  try  it  with  the 


car  but  decided  to  wait  until  morning  as  the  wind 
might  go  down. 

Jan.  16.  Rose  at  5  a.m.  Mass  at  6.00.  Breakfast  at 
6.50.  Set  out  at  7.20.  The  wind  had  abated  somewhat, 
but  the  weather  didn't  look  very  promising.  Tne 
drifts  were  three  feet  high.  We  could  never  make  it, 
so  we  decided  to  try  another  route.  Turning  around, 
we  went  five  miles  south,  three  miles  west,  then  tur- 
ned to  go  north  again,  only  to  meet  with  the  same 
difficulty- — ^huge  impassable  drifts!  We  turned  around 
and  came  back,  having  covered  sixteen  miles  only  to 
end  up  in  the  same  place  we  started.  We  took  the  car 
home  and  started  out  to  find  a  man  who  would  drive 
us  with  a  team.  A  half  mile  up  the  road  we  knocked 
at  a  door  and  asked  Mr.  M.  if  he  would  take  us  to 
school.  He  was  willing,  but  ifirst  he  had  to  feed  the 
horses  and  light  the  fire  in  the  caboose.  At  8.50  we 
made  another  attempt  and  had  just  started  off  in  the 
caboose  when  we  met  Mr.  E.  with  his  caboose  coming 
for  the  Sisters.  We  crawled  out  of  one  into  the  other 
and  continued  on  our  way.  This  time  I  arrived  at 
10.30.  From  7.15  to  10.30  to  go  seven  miles!! 

Jan.  20.  Friday  and  not  so  cold — only  ten  degrees 
below —  so  I  decided  to  start  walking  towards  No.  2 
school.  Sister  had  said  if  the  road  opened  she  would 
go  home  and  get  the  car.  I  thought  I  would  walk  until 
I  met  her  because  there  were  a  few  bad  spots  in  the 
road.  I  walked  one  mile — no  car.  I  walked  two  more 
miles — no  car  in  sight.  What  can  be  wrong!.  Maybe 
it  is  frozen.  Perhaps  Sister  is  sick.  A  hundred  and  one 
thoughts  rushed  through  my  mind.  Finally  I  reached 
Sister's  school — with  four  miles  behind  me.  It  was 
5.45  and  quite  dark.  I  saw  a  form  approaching  me: 
"Is  that  you?"  I  called  out.  Yes,  sure  enough  it  was 
Sister,  but  no  car.  The  week  had  been  so  cold  that  she 
didn't  think  it  wise  to  take  the  car  as  it  would  have 
to  be  left  on  the  side  of  the  road  all  day.  I  had  com- 
pany for  the  last  three  miles! 

What  a  change  had  come  over  the  country  side 
within  the  week!  The  Hydro  power  had  gone  through 
and  nearly  every  home  had  been  wired  and  hooked  up. 
Instead  of  a  dull  light  in  one  window  the  whole  house 
was  aglow — lights  in  every  room,  even  attic  and  base- 
ment, and  a  floodlight  in  every  yard.  I  was  glad  we 
didn't  have  the  car.  It  gave  one  a  thrill  to  see  all  those 
homes  lighted  up,  and  the  road  didn't  seem  long.  We 
arrived  home  at  seven  p.m.  just  in  time  for  Benedic- 
tion. It  seemed  a  long  week  with  three  hours  on  the 
road  Monday  morning  and  three  more  Friday  even- 
ing, but  it  was  grand  to  get  home. 

The  teacher  may  have  problems  in  school,  but  these 
are  some  of  the  problems  en  route. 
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"Welcome  Stranger! 


5? 


D-P.  Party  at  S.O.S.  Residential  Olub,  Winnipeg 


Arrival 

Maria  was  a  young'  Lithuanian  girl,  who,  when 
she  arrived  at  her  destination  in  Canada,  found 
herself  on  a  farm  in  Manitoba.  She  was  a  tall, 
blond,  good-looking  girl,  quite  well  educated,  who 
hoped  to  locate  relatives  somewhere  in  Ontario, 
as  soon  as  her  contract  year  was  over. 

Enroute  to  the  West,  Maria,  with  many  others, 
spent  a  few  days  at  the  "Canada  Hostel"  at  St. 
Paul  I'Ermite,  Que.,  where  she  enjoyed  a  much 
needed  rest,  washed  and  jDressed  her  clothing. 
And  there  again,  she  was  greeted  by  the  grey- 
clad  Sisters  of  Service  whom  she  had  met  at 
the  port  of  Halifax.  At  first,  she  thought  they 
miist  have  come  on  the  train  with  her,  but  on 
talking  to  them  .she  discovered  that  these  Sisters 
lived  in  Montreal  and  spent  much  of  their  time 
lielping  New  Canadians  to  adjust  themselves. 

From  them  Maria  received  a  list  of  addresses 
of  S.O.S.  houses  in  different  cities,  and  was  told 
that  a  young  girl  would  always  be  welcome  there, 
even  if  she  found  herself  without  money.  Maria 
put  a  pencil  mark  around  the  Winnipeg  address 


for  future  reference,  and  decided  that  she  would 
look  for  the  Sisters  immediatelj'  on  arriving  in 
that  city. 

Sure  enough,  when  the  "boat"  train  arrived  in 
Winnipeg,  the  Sisters  were  at  the  station.  Tt  was 
like  meeting  old  friends  to  see  the  big  smiles  of 
welcome  and  feel  the  kindly  handclasps.  The  train 
arrived  in  the  morning,  and  as  the  group  of  New 
Canadians  was  large,  they  stayed  at  the  station. 
The  Sisters  remained  with  them,  interpreting  for 
them.  Maria  had  nearly  three  hours  to  wait  for 
her  train  before  starting  on  the  last  lap  of  her 
journey. 

Contract  Year  ' 

Maria  had  intended  leaving  the  farm  as  soon 
as  her  contract  year  was  over,  but  the  family  was 
in  such  dire  need  of  help,  that  she  stayed  another 
month.  She  had  worked  very  hard  on  that  farm. 
The  people  were  good  in  tl^eir  way,  but  it  had 
been  lonely — no  opportunity  to  go  to  school  to 
learn  English  and  no  church.  ]\Iaria.  a  Koman 
Catholic,  had  not  once  attended  INlass  during  her 
entire  thirteen  months  on  the  farm. 
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Anyway,  it  is  ovei-  now,  she  thought.  She  had 
saved  most  of  her  wages  and  would  go  to  Winnipeg. 
She  looked  up  the  address  with  the  pencil  mark 
around  it— "62  Hargrave  Street";  then,  one 
afternoon,  all  smiles,  she  arrived  at  the  door  with 
her  luggage  and  announced  to  the  Sister  who 
greeted  her :  ' '  Sister,  I  want  to  stay  here  until 
Monday,  when  I  am  going  to  Toronto." 

At  Home 

Maria  was  at  home  immediately  at  the  Club. 
Among  the  girls  she  discovered  some  who  had 
been  in  the  same  D.P.  Camp  with  her  in  Europe. 
German  is  the  common  language  among  many 
displaced  persons,  so  Maria  could  talk  to  Polish 
and  Ukrainian  girls  in  German.  Soon  a  group 
gathered  together  in  the  cosy  sitting  room  to  ex- 
change accounts  of  their  experiences. 

Maria  carried  nearly  $350.00  in  her  big  hand- 
bag, so,  next  morning  Sister  warned  her  of  the 
danger  of  losing  it ;  explained  our  Canadian 
banking  system  and  took  her  to  the  bank  where 
she  opened  an  account. 

Maria  enjoyed  her  visit  in  Winnipeg.  Sunday, 
on  her  return  from  Mass,  she  noticed  that  there 
wm  quite  a  stir  about  the  house;  some  of  the 
furniture  had  changed  places  and  the  rooms  had 
taken  on  a  festive  appearance.  She  asked  a  Polish 
girl  what  it  all  meant.  The  girl  replied  that  the 
members  of  the  "Hearth  Club"  Avere  holding  a 
tea  that  afternoon  in  honour  of  New  Canadian 
girls  who  have  been  two  years  in  Canada. 

After  lunch  Maria  went  up  to  her  room  for 
a  siesta.  On  coming  down  about  four  o'clock  she 
beheld  girls  everywhere ;  rows  of  them  sitting 
around  the  long  room,  each  with  a  cup  and  saucer 
in  her  hand.  Two  ladies  poured  tea  at  a  lovely 
lace  and  flower-decked  table  in  the  centre  of  the 
room — and  such  plates  of  sandwiches  and  cake ! 
Everybody  was  talking  Polish.  As  Maria  hesi- 
tated at  the  bend  of  the  stairs  a  charming  girl 
as  tall  as  herself  invited  her  to  come  in  and  have 
tea.  On  entering  the  room  she  counted  no  less 
than  ,  three  priests :— Rev.  Fr.  Ladislas,  O.F.M. ; 
Rev.  Fr.  Panek,  O.M.I.,  and  Rev.  Fr.  Sajewicz, 
O.M.I. 

Later,  she  heard  a  blond  young  man  talking  to 
two  women  in  Hungarian.  She  spoke  to  them 
and  learned  that  the  girl  and  her  mother  had 
arrived  from  Europe  only  that  w^eek  and  had 
called  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  people  of 
the  Club.  The  young  man  told  her  that  he  in- 
tended going  to  Montreal  in  the  near  future. 

There  were  several  speeches  in  Polish  and  in 
English.  She  was  told  that  the  lovely  lady  with 
the  charming  smile  who  spoke  in  English  was  Mrs. 
Gerry,  of  the  National  Employment  Service.  All 
the  girls  seemed  to  know  and  like  her. 


Two  men  came  in  with  a  camera  to  take  pictures. 
There  was  much  talking  and  laughing  and  moving 
about.  Different  groups  of  girls  wanted  to  stand 
near  the  Sisters.  Maria  stepped  back  into  the 
shadow  of  the  door.  Flash !  flash !  then,  every- 
body moving  and  talking  again. 

Picture  from  the  Past 

It  all  made  her  lonely,  for  it  brought  back  to 
memory  the  last  time  she  was  in  a  picture — ^the 
night  the  national  groups  had  put  on  a  concert  at 
"Canada  Hostel",  St.  Paul  I'Ermite,  Que.  Then, 
girls  who  still  had  one,  had  donned  their  national 
costumes  and  there  was  music,  singing  and  dancing. 
Mr.  Baudette  who  was  in  charge  of  the  Hostel  had 
taken  pictures. 

The  Lithuanian  girls  had  claimed  the  Sister  of 
Service  who  spoke  perfect  German  with  a  slight 
English  accent;  the  Polish  and  Ukrainian  girls 
were  snapped  with  the  "Little  Sister"  who  spoke 
their  languages  well.  As  each  picture  was  taken 
the  Sister  had  the  seat  of  honour  in  the  middle 
front,  with  girls  lined  up  on  either  side  and  back. 
The  following  evening  had  found  Maria  and  her 
companions  on  board  a  westbound  train. 

End  of  a  Pleasant  Evening 

The  Polish  tea  continued  all  evening,  people 
coming  and  going,  but  at  six  o'clock  the  Club 
girls  had  their  supper  in  the  sewing  room  down- 
stairs. After  supper  Maria  and  the  English, 
French  and  Ukrainian  girls  went  out,  or  spent  a 
quiet  evening  listening  to  the  radio  and  reading. 

Towards  ten  o'clock  the  girls  who  had  convened 
the  tea  sat  down  for  a  chat  and  a  last  cup  of  tea; 
then,  all  got  busy  cleaning  up  and  re-arranging 
the  furniture.  By  eleven,  the  house  was  in  order 
again.  The  girls  thanked  Sister  Superior  for  her 
kind  co-operation,  said  "Good-night"  and  went 
home,  tired  and  happy. 

On  The  Way  East 

Monday  morning  Maria  went  to  the  kitchen 
and  made  herself  a  box  of  lunch  for  the  train  of 
the  things  she  liked  best.  After  dinner  that  even- 
ing Sister  took  her  to  the  station,  bought  her 
ticket  to  Toronto,  showed  her  how  to  check  her 
baggage  and  saw  her  off  to  her  new  destination. 

In  Toronto,  Maria  would  make  the  Sisters  of 
Service  Residential  Club  her  home,  lantil  she  had 
found  lier  people  or  had  placed  herself  to  better 
advantage.  ■  

N.B. :  The  main  points  of  Maria's  story  could 
be  repeated  in  English,  French  and  other  lan- 
guages and  still  be  true,  in  part,  of  a  number  of 
girls  who  make  the  Sisters  of  Service  Residential 
Clubs  their  "port  in  a  storm." 
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Early  Winter  Morning  in  Camp  Morton 


As  soon  as  you  awake  you  know  the  tempera- 
ture has  dropped  pretty  low.  You  can  tell  by  the 
pain  in  your  very  cold  nose.  Hardly  have  you 
time  to  soothe  it  with  a  comforting  hand  when  the 
bell  ringer  sounds  the  daily  morning  challenge  to 
your  fortitude.  Six  o'clock  and  a  cold  frosty 
morning !  A  quick  reflection  on  the  heroism  of  the 
Forty  Martyrs  of  Sebaste  who  froze  themselves 
into  glory  impels  you  to  follow  the  example  of 
your  companions  in  the  adjoining  rooms  who  are 
already  astir  and  are  shattering  the  morning 
silence  by  banging  their  windows  shut  against  the 
inrush  of  frost-laden  air.  It  was  only  last  week, 
during  a  thaw,  that  you  rashly  removed  the  outer 
storm  window  and  now  you  find  the  casement 
window  wide  open  on  the  coldest  morning  of  the 
winter.  As  you  hasten  to  close  it  you  gasp  with 
delight  at  the  beauty  of  the  world  outside.  The 
clearing  before  the  house  is  thickly  padded  with 
frost-encrusted  snow,  shimmering  in  the  moon- 
light. The  gentle  moon  looks  down  in  complacency 
on  the  radiance  she  has  diffused  about,  and  down 
by  the  edge  of  the  lake  the  tall  spruces  stand, 
dark  and  brooding,  beside  a  grove  of  silver  birch 
trees.  North  of  the  house  is  the  still,  black  forest. 
You  know  that  in  its  depths  hundreds  of  little 
feathered  creatures  are  tucked  away  in  sheltered 
nooks,  waiting  for  the  sunrise.  There  is  not  a 
chirp  from  any  of  them  but  the  ominous  "to-whoo 
to-whoo"  of  the  great  horned  owl  comes  through 
the  icy  air  with  startling  clearness.  (Oh,  little 
rabbits,  keep  in  hiding,  for  Mr.  Owl  is  hungry  and 
very  sharp-eyed!)  .  .  .The  voices  of  your  com- 
panions praying  aloud,  pull  your  thoughts  from 
earth  to  Heaven,  and  through  chattering  teeth 
you  add  your  voice  to  the  chorus  chanting  "Bles- 
sed be  the  Father  Who  created  me;  the  Son  Who 
redeemed  me ;  the  Holy  G-host  Who  . . "  automati- 
cally you  start  down  the  stairs  (for  the  furnace 
is  your  charge  this  month)  finishing  the  prayers 
as  you  go. 

There  are  furnaces  in  some  cities  of  the  West 
that  are  turned  on  and  off  by  taps.  You  have 
tended  these  gas  furnaces  in  other  days  and  mar- 
veled at  the  freedom  from  drudgery  you  enjoyed. 
But  then,  too,  during  those  days  of  physical  ease, 
you  never  once  saw  a  sunrise  over  a  lake ;  a  deer 
stepping  out  of  the  woods  and  watching  you  with 
questioning  eyes;  a  chick-a-dee  eating  bread 
from  your  hand ;  a  blizzard  sweeping  with  glori- 
ous strength  across  a  helpless  prairie.  You  accept 
the  wood  furnace — with  the  compensations. 

If  there  are  still  embers  in  the  fire  box  you  are 
grateful.  You  adjust  the  drafts  and  in  bedroom 
slippers,  begin  dragging  down  pieces  of  cordwood 
from  the  pile  above  your  head.    Experience  has 


shown  you  that  in  working  with  tree  trunks,  it  is 
better  to  be  shod  in  army  boots,  so  you  endeavor 
to  prevent  any  of  the  bulky  pieces  from  falling 
on  your  feet.  The  wood  down,  you  begin  shoving 
it  in  on  the  reddening  embers.  On  a  frosty  morn- 
ing like  this,  it  is  but  a  second  before  you  hear 
the  cheerful  and  heartening  crackle  of  the  fire. 
Murmuring  with  St.  Francis,  "Be  praised,  0  my 
Lord  for  Brother  Fire ;  for  fair  is  he  and  merry ; 
masterful  and  of  might"  you  hasten  back  up- 
stairs to  finish  dressing. 

The  chapel  is  pleasantly  warm  when  you  enter, 
in  response  to  the  morning-prayer  bell.  Mother 
Nature  has  considerately  frosted  the  window 
panes  so  that  the  beauty  of  the  outside  world  will 
not  distract  j^ou  from  its  Creator.  Without  dif- 
ficulty, from  long  practice,  you  blend  your  voice 
in  with  the  others  and  unite  in  eadenced  worship 
of  Almighty  God.  The  clock  ticks  off  the  seconds 
as  you  pray  and  then  strikes  to  inform  you  that 
the  hour  for  holy  Mass  is  at  hand.  Soon  you  hear 
the  crunch  of  heavy  footsteps  pressing  down  upon 
the  frozen  snow  and  the  words  of  Scripture  come 
to  mind:  "How  beautiful  are  the  feet  of  them 
that  preach  the  gospel  of  peace;  of  them  that 
bring  glad  tidings  of  good  things."  You  kneel 
with  the  other  sisters  in  reverent  awe,  waiting  for 
the  holy  priest  "to  pour  the  wine  and  break  the 
bread  for  the  great  supper,  sweet  and  dread".  The 
most  exalted  half-hour  of  the  day  goes  by  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning.  The  merciful  Saviour 
is  called  down  from  Heaven;  He  meekly  comes; 
He  Waits  on  the  altar  to  be  given  as  food  and  re- 
proachfully whispers  to  each  sinner  as  she  ap- 
proaches the  holy  table :  "Whom  wilt  thou  find  to 
love  ignoble  thee;  save  Me,  save  only  Me?"  The 
glory  of  the  earth  fades  into  nothingness  as  all 
bow  in  humble  thanksgiving  to  its  Maker. 

The  holy  quiet  of  the  chapel  cannot  long  be  en- 
joyed for  the  ordered  activity  of  a  busy  day  bids 
that  the  thanksgiving  be  concluded  and  so  in  the 
name  of  the  Father  and  of  the  Son  and  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  you  hurry  to  the  kitchen  to  help  with 
the  breakfast  preparations. 

Breakfast  on  this  mission  seems  to  be  a  hurdle 
to  be  jumped  rather  than  a  meal  to  be  enjoyed. 
No  tarrying  here,  for  the  teaching  'sisters  must  be 
on  their  way  by  8.15.  The  life  of  the  saint  of  the 
day  is  read  aloud,  while  the  fragrant  coffee  and 
toast  are  being  consumed,  and  then  with  the  feel- 
ing of  having  accomplished  another  duty,  you  rise 
with  the  others  to  give  thanks  to  Almighty  God 
and  to  ask  His  divine  assistance  for  yourself  and 
foi"  them  and  for  the  Holy  Souls  in  Purgatory. 

The  thermos  bottles  are  filled,  the  lunch  kits 
made  ready  and  the  various  boxes  and  bundles 
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that  seem  to  be  pai't  of  a  teacher's  equipment  are 
stacked  by  the  kitchen  door.  The  sisters  make  a 
last,  brief  visit  to  the  chapel  and  then  with  your 
assistance  get  all  their  belongings  into  the  ear. 
The  new  day,  filled  with  clean,  crisp  air  is  ex- 
hilarating. "Good  bye  and  God  bless  you''  you 
call,  as  the  car  glides  out  through  the  gate.  You 
return  to  your  restful  chores  of  washing  dishes, 
pumping  water,  emptying  ashes  and  sweeping 
floors  and  to  the  companionship  of  the  gallant 
little  birds  who  have  come  to  the  kitchen  window 
to  say  "Good  morning"  before  they  begin  their 
breakfast,  cafeteria  style. 


TWO  NEW  PUBLICATIONS 

Communion  Crusade.  By  Rev.  L.  G.  Lovasik, 
S.V.D.  Pxice  35c.  This  booklet  is  an  earnest  ap- 
peal for  frequent  Holy  Communion.  In  its  94 
pages  all  objections  to  frequent  Communion  are 
forcefully  answered  and  many  compelling  rea- 
sons set  forth  for  frequent,  even  daily,  receptum 
of  the  Bread  of  the  Strong.  Read  it,  and  make  the 
good  resolution  to  join  the  "Communion  Cru- 
sade." 

What  Parents  Should  Tell  Their  Little  Ones  on 

Sex.  By  Rev.  Dr.  L.  Rumble.  Price  15c.  This  little 
booklet  has  been  written  to  help  parents  in  the 
fulfilment  of  a  very  serious  duty.  For,  as  the 
author  so  truly  writes  in  the  preface:  "If  parents 
do  not  teach  their  children  God's  plan  for  man- 
kind, the  children  will  soon  fall  victims  to  those 
who  are  only  too  eager  to  teach  them  the  devil's 
plan." 

Both  these  booklets  may  be  obtained  from 
Radio  Replies  Press,  St.  Paul  1,  Minn. 


WHY  DID  I  BECOME  A  SISTER  OF  SERVICE? 

Without  a  moment's  hesitation  and  as  quick  as 
a  flash  of  lightning  comes  the  answer — because 
it  was  the  will  of  God  for  me.  Just  when  the  first 
whisper  of  "Come,  follow  Me"  was  heard,  I  have 
no  recollection,  but  as  the  years  passed  by  Christ's 
pressing  invitation  was  ever  present  and  with  it 
came  the  conscious  realization  that  happiness 
would  not  ever  be  mine  in  this  world  unless  the 
sacrifice  and  denial  was  made  of  what  is  dearest 
and  deepest  in  any  womanly  heart.  The  need  for 
courage  and  strength  to  accept  this  precious  invi- 
tation brought  me  to  Mary's  shrine.  It  was  so 
natural  to  seek  her  aid.  Had  not  my  own  mother 
long  ago  instilled  into  my  heart  a  special  love  and 
devotion  to  Mary — a  love  and  devotion  that  was 
further  fostered  by  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  in 
our  own  diocese  by  their  devotions  to  "Our  Lad.y 
of  Perpetual  Help"?  And  so  it  was  that  I  desired 
to  serve  her  Son  in  a  community  who  would  have 
her  as  a  patroness  under  this  beautiful  title.  Hid- 
den deep  with  this  desire  was  a  special  love  for 
the  poor  and  the  most  abandoned  souls.  Just 
where  God  wanted  me — I  did  not  know— but  I 
trusted  in  Mary's  all-powerful  intercession  and 
never-failing  guidance  to  make  it  known  to  me. 

Through  an  article  appearing  in  the  Denver 
Catholic  Register,  which  included  an  appeal  for 
vocations,  I  learned  of  the  Sisters  of  Service — a 
community  which  was  founded  under  the  auspices 
of  Our  Lady  of  Perpetual  Help  and  one  in  which 
the  lives  of  the  Sisters  are  especially  consecrated 
to  the  most  abandoned  souls  in  the  mission  field. 

As  one  now  serving  in  the  ranks,  I  am  happy 
and  grateful  for  the  priceless  gift  of  my  vocation 
as  a  Sister  of  Service  and,  besides,  Christ's  pro- 
mise of  a  hundred-fold  reward  even  in  this  life 
is  mine — realized  in  the  happiness  of  serving  the 
l)oor  and  helping  His  abandoned  souls  to  know 
and  lovo  Christ,  their  King,  and  Mary — their 
Queen. 
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Spring  Song 

Standing  on  the  east  balcony  this  morning,  we 
exulted  in  the  first  incomparable  breath  of  spring. 
The  sparrows  were  chirping  their  brave  little 
tunes  with  all  their  tiny  might;  carried  on  the 
wings  of  the  breeze  was  that  indefinable  some- 
thing which  assures  us  spring  is  on  its  way. 
Spring !  Magic  word  which  flings  open  long- 
closed  doors  and  windows,  rescues  seed  cata- 
logues from  their  winter  oTDlivion  and  draws 
eager  eyes  gardenwards.  Never  was  that  ever- 
welcome  season  more  welcome  than  now  follow- 
ing the  most  severe  winter  in  many,  many  years. 
Day  after  day  the  thermometer  registered  forty, 
fifty,  sixty  degrees  below  zero,  there  seemed  no 
end  to  the  snow  which  fell  steadily,  monotonously, 
burying  fences,  weighing  down  trees,  burdening 
roofs  to  the  caving-in  point.  You  will  readily 
understand  our  satisfaction  in  the  pleasant 
change. 

Drugs— New  and  Old 

Our  hospital  wards  have  not  been  the  bustling 
centres  of  activity  to  which  we  are  accustomed. 
In  fact  this  has  been  the  quietest  year  in  the 
memory  of  anyone  now  on  this  mission.  To  a 
great  extent  this  inactivity  is  due  to  a  drastic 
reduction  in  lumber  contracts  and  lumbering  is 
the  major  industry  in  the  vicinity  of  Edson. 
Normally  there  are  between  three  and  four 
thousand  men  working  each  winter  in  the  bush 
area  which  we  serve.  This  year  there  is  approxi- 
mately 75%  fewer  men  so  employed.  Though 
we  have  not  had  patients  in  great  numbers  we 
have  had  some  who  were  extremely  ill.  There 
has  been  a  particularly  obstinate  form  of  a 
typical  virus  pneumonia  prevalent.  It  does  not 
respond  to  the  Sulfas,  to  Penicillin,  to  Strep- 
tomycin. The  two  latest  sufferers  have  been 
treated  with  one  of  the  newer  antibiotics,  Chloro- 
mycetin. In  the  first  case  this  produced  dra-. 
matic  results.  The  second  patient,  Mrs.  L.,  who 
is  still  in  hospital,  was  ill  enough  to  die  the 
day  we  started  her  on  Chloromycetin.  Her  tem- 
perature had  been  spiking  erazily  up  and  down, 
the  least  movement  caused  intolerable  pain,  she 
was  too  weak  and  listless  to  raise  a  cup  to  her 
lips.  That  morning  she  had  had  a  chest  X-Ray. 
The  doctor  was  suspicious  of  fluid  in  the  pleural 
cavity,  hence  it  was  impdrtant  that  the  picture 
be  taken  with  the  patient  upright  in  order  to 
determine  the  fluid  level.  The  exposure  was  for 
1/10  second,  two  of  us  supported  the  patient 
during  the  exposure  and  immediately  following 
Avrapped  her  up  and  returned  her  to  bed.  Just 
that  much  exertion  left  her  limp  and  bathed  in 


perspiration.  All  this  coincided  with  her  first 
dose  of  Chloromycetin.  That  evening  her  tem- 
perature was  just  over  100  degrees ;  the  following 
morning  she  ate  her  breakfast  with  enjoyment, 
moved  about  easily  and-  generally  looked  and 
felt  a  new  woman.  The  improvement  lasted  48 
hours,  then  came  a  relapse.  Now  she  is  getting 
heavy  doses  of  Chloromycetin  and  normal  doses 
of  Penicillin  and  Streptomycin.  The  infection 
which  involved  her  right  lung  in  the  beginning 
has  now  attacked  the  left  lung  as  well.  We  have 
every  hope  that  she  will  recover  but  it  will  be 
difficult  to  determine  what  did  cure  her. 

The  Rejuvenation  of  Grerry 

One  of  the  pneumonia  A^ictims  was  six  months 
old  Gerry.  He  came  in  a  few  days  before  New 
Year's  and  remained  two  months.  Though  small 
for  his  age  he  was  a  beautiful  child  with  large 
blue,  blue  eyes.  It  was  pitiful  to  watch  him 
struggling  for  breath,  restlessly  twisting  his 
little  head  from  side  to  side,  his  eyes  mutely 
pleading  with  us  to  do  something.  For  days  he 
had  continuous  oxygen ;  for  days  someone  was 
with  him  almost  constantly;  his  hold  on  life  was 
so  slim,  so  fragile  that  we  expected  the  slender 
thread  to  break  anytime  and  he  was  unbaptized. 
Miraculously,  it  seemed,  Gerry  kept  his  appetite ; 
he  took  his  formula  ravenously  and  finally  one 
day  he  turned  the  corner  toward  recovery.  By 
that  time  he  held  every  one  of  us  in  the  palm 
of  his  chubby  hand ;  we  were  his  willing  and 
devoted  slaves.  He  was  here  two  months  and 
in  spite  of  all  our  efforts  did  not  become  spoiled. 
He  progressed  from  a  weak  formula  to  whole 
milk  and  three  meals  a  day;  from  just  noticing 
a  gingham  bambi  with  red  ears  and  a  red  cellu- 
loid doll  to  grasping  them  and  waving  them  in 
the  air ;  from  smiling  and  gurgling  when  spoken 
to  or  when  picked  up,  to  lying  alone  by  the  hour 
laughing  and  chattering  away  to  himself,  play- 
ing with  his  hands  while  his  legs  were  waving 
aloft.  One  red-letter  day  he  was  taken  outdoors 
for  five  minutes  all  decked  out  in  an  improvised 
bunting-bag.  The  length  of  time  was  increased 
daily  until  he  was  spending  three  hours  outside. 
At  first  he  objected  to  this  new  procedure  but 
gradually  he  accepted  it  and  liked  it.  There  were 
a  few  itenvs  on  his  daily  agenda  to  which  he  always 
objected  strenuously;  when  Gerry  objected  no- 
body was  unaware  of  the  fact,  his  lusty  yell  was 
heard  all  over  the  house.  A  few  days  ago  Gerry 
went  home  well  except  for  h  bronchitis  which 
we  hope  will  clear  up  in  the  finer  weather;  we 
would  have  missed  him  a  great  deal  but  in  the 
meantime  Terry  arrived. 
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Terry  and  His  Chair 

Terry  is  four  aiul  is  quite  a  man.  As  Leukemia 
(a  fatal  disease  with  a  marked  increase  in  the 
number  of  blood  leukocytes)  was  suspected,  it 
was  necessary  to  do  many  blood  counts  and 
blood  smears.  Terry  is  exceptionally  good  about 
it,  up  to  a  point,  then  he  announces :  "Now  that's 
enough  of  that,"  and  enough  it  invariably  is.  We 
have  to  come  back  some  other  time.  Quite  a 
practical  little  man  is  Terry.  When  he  leaves 
the  nursery  he  takes  one  of  the  small  nursery 
chairs  with  him,  taking  no  chances  on  a  seating 
shortage.  He  is  likely  to  be  sitting  anywhere;  in 
the  front  entrance,  beside  the  nurses'  station, 
in  one  of  tlie  wards  or  right  in  the  middle  of 
the  hall  where  you  either  have  to  go  around  him 
or  over  him.  Likewise  between  the  courses  of 
his  meals  he  takes  time  off  to  push  a  crib  or  two 
around,  presumably  to  make  room  for  what  re- 
mains to  be  eaten.  This  versatile  little  character 
is  a  singer  of  sorts.  His  repertoire  consists  of  two 
numbers,  neither  tune  is  recognizable  but  the 
the  words  are  "There's  a  Bluebird  On  My  Win- 
dow-sill" and  "Rye  whiskey,  rye  whiskey,  rye 
whiskey,  if  I  don't  get  rye  wliiskey  I'll  die." 
Amusing  now,  no  doubt,  but  pathetic,  too.  So 
many  of  these  little  Western  children  have  only 
the  most  profane  of  profane  knowledge.  The 
words  God,  Prayer,  Bethlehem,  Calvary  with  all 
their  wonderful  connotations  are  as  Greek  to 
them.  Poor  little  souls,  they  are  growing  up  in 
pagan  surroundings.  Nothing  in  their  environ- 
ment suggests  that  the  world  has  been  Christian 
for  1900  years,  that  during  all  those  years  Our 
Eueharistic  Lord  has  been  dwelling  in  our  taber- 
nacles flooding  the  world  with  His  love  and  Ilis 
grace.  What  a  challenge  to  us  Catholics ;  what 
are  we  doing  about  accepting  the  challenge? 

Plane  Crash  and  Grateful  Survivors 

One  night  last  July,  Edson  was  aroused  by  a 
plane  flying  dangerously  low  over  the  town  for 
a  long  enough  time  to  indicate  that  something 
,was  terribly  wrong.  The  local  Fire  Cliief  called 
the  Edmonton  Airport  and  discovered  that  a 
private  plane  from  Anchorage,  Alaska,  had  not 
been  heard  from  since  leaving  Grande  Prairie 
and  was  then  overdue  in  Edmonton.  The  Chief 
had  the  fire  siren  sounded  thus  summoning  about 
fifty  cars.  The  cars  hurried  to  the  emergency 
landing  field  outside  the  town  and  enclosed  tlie 
field  which  then  had  all  the  ear  lights  focused 
on  it.  The  men  hoped  the  pilot  of  the  crippled 
plane  woiild  see  the  lights  and  make  a  landing. 
Unfortunately,  however,  the  aircraft  had  gone 
east.  The  crew  of  a  C.N.R.  freight  watched  it 
anxiously  as  it  swooped  now  here,  now  there,  in 
frantic  efforts  to  find  some  clearance  where  it 


Gerry — Smiling  and  Giu'gling 

could  safely  come  down.  Finally  and  inevitably 
it  crashed  about  sixty  miles  east  of  Edson.  Doctor 
Tiffin  and  the  ambulance  went  out  and  the  pilot 
and  two  passengers  were  brought  in.  The  pilot 
was  fatally  injured,  he  lived  about  two  days  but 
did  not  recover  consciousness.  The  passengers, 
two.  sisters,  who  were  enroute  to  Topeka,  Kansas, 
to  spend  their  vacation,  were  very  fortunate  in 
sustaining  only  a  fractured  leg  and  a  slight 
concussion.  The  girls,  Ruth  and  Nancy,  were 
]n'ofessional  social  workers  who  had  been  born 
in  Honolulu  and  were  working  for  the  Depart- 
ment of  Public  Welfare  in  Alaska.  They  spent 
only  two  weeks  here  and  were  perfect  patients; 
we  felt  that  we  had  really  done  very  little  for 
them.  That,  apparently,  was  not  the  way  Ruth 
and  Nancy  felt.  When  they  were  fit  for  travel 
they  resumed  their  journey  to  Topeka.  We  re- 
ceived a  nice  letter  of  appreciation  from  there. 
Shortly  after  that  a  box  of  Hawaiian  delicacies 
arrived  from  Honolulu.  Then  en  route  back  to 
Alaska  they  made  a  long  detour  through  Edmon- 
ton to  Edson  to  visit  US.  Back  in  Alaska  they 
continued  to  send  their  interesting  letters,  while 
at  Christmas  we  were  notified  that  our  gift  from 
them  was  to  take  the  form  of  a  luscious  treat  of 
fresh  and  very  select  friait  which  would  be  de- 
livered from  Oregon  at  intervals  during  the 
year.  Their  great  kiiulness  lias  touched  all  of 
US.  We  seem  to  be  receiving  so  much  for  so 
little.  These  little  heart-warming  demonstrations 
on  the  part  of  former  patients  make  a  bright  spot 
ill  our  daily  lives.  They  are  part  of  the  hundred- 
fold promised  by  Our  Lord  to  those  who  leave 
all  to  follow  Him;  another  instance  of  so  much 
for  so  little. 


THE  TROUBLE  SO  OFTEN  IS  THAT  WE  ARE  IN  A  HURRY  AND  GOD  ISN'T. 
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D.P.  Doings  in  Vancouver 


Vestments  Presented  to  Sisters  of  Service  by  Grateful  D.P.'s. 


o 


Among  Friends  at  Last 

H,  SISTER,  you  have  no  idea  what  this 
means  to  us.  Here  in  this  strange  and 
unfamiliar  land  to  be  greeted  in  our 
own  language  by  a  Catholic  Sister — Avhat  a  joy 
and  consolation !  We  know  we  are  among  friends, 
now."  The  girl,  tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks, 
dropped  her  suitcase  and  clasped  Sister's  hand 
gi-atefully. 

The  setting  is  a  railroad  station  and  the  scene 
is  enacted  in  varying  degrees  of  intensity  with 
each  new  group  of  Displaced  Persons  arriving  in 
Vancouver  where  they  are  met  by  the  Sisters 
and  other  members  of  the  Special  Committee 
D.  P.  Domestics.   This  Committee,  composed  of 


representatives  of  the  Department  of  Labour, 
the  Catholic  Women's  League,  the  Y.W.C.A.,  and 
Sisters  of  Service,  are  charged  with  the  care 
of  these  girls  and  hold  monthly  meetings  to 
further  their  interests. 

Upon  their  arrival  the-se  girls  are  assured  that 
our  Club  is  their  "home  away  fronh  home"  and 
that  they  are  welcome  to  avail  themselves  of  all 
tlio  facilities.  Pov  da.vs  after  their  arrival,  they 
are  telephoning  tlie  Sisters  for  help  in  making 
themselves  understood  by  their  employers.  On 
Tluirsda.vs  the.y  gather  to  exchange  views  and 
experiences,  and  to  get  the  ad^^iee  of  the  Sisters 
in  the  many  aspects  of  rehabilitation  and  ad.iust- 
ment  in  a  country  completel.v  foreign  to  them  in 
language  and  customs.  Thev  are  urged  to  attend 
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the  class  in  English  and  Citizenship  arranged 
for  their  benefit  at  St.  Augustine's  School. 

"Old-Timers"  Welcome  "New-Comers" 

This  year's  Christmas  Party  was  a  tangible 
proof  of  the  advances  they  have  made.  The 
"Old-Timers"  (as  they  laughingly  called  them- 
selves because  this  was  their  second  Canadian 
Christmas)  were  co-hostesses  with  the  Catholic 
Women's  League  and  the  Sisters  of  Service  to 
the  40  new  arrivals  since  last  Christmas.  They 
made  floral  presentations  to  Mrs.  Cashion,  Presi- 
dent of  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  and  to 
Miss  Morley,  Supervisor  of  the  National  Em- 
ployment Service.  A  purse  was  presented  to 
Reverend  Francis  Kosakiewicz,  O.M.I.,  their 
Pastor  at  St.  Casimir's  Parish,  and  a  cheque  to 
the  Sisters  of  Service  for  the  purchase  of  a  set 
of  w^hite  vestments  for  the  Chapel  in  which  they 
say  the  Rosary  in  Polish  and  sing  a  Polish 
hymn  every  Thursday. 

A  Gift  for  the  Sisters 

On  the  beautiful  Feast  of  the  Purification  these 
vestments  were  presented  and  blessed  in  our 
Chapel.  "Father  Frank,"  as  he  is  known  to  hun- 
dreds of  D.P.'s,  assisted  by  Reverend  Anthony 
Murawski,  O.M.I.,  a  Polish  D.P.  priest,  blessed 
the  vestments,  spoke  in  English  and  in  Polish  and 
gave  Benediction.    A  social  evening  followed. 

D.P.  Club  Organized 

That  the  bond  which  knits  them  so  closely 
together  might  be  further  strengthened,  these 
New  Canadians  approached  the  Sisters  express- 
ing the  desire  to  form  a  club  with  the  home  of 
the  S.O.S.  as  their  headquarters.  With  Father 
Frank's  encouragement,  they  met  in  our  recre- 
ation rooms,  outlined  their  plan,  and  elected  a 
President  and  a  Secretary.  Sister  Superior  was 
chosen  Honorary  President ;  Father  Murawski 
was  appointed  Chaplain.  The  business  meeting 
concluded,  songs  and  refreshments  were  in 
order. 

Bridal  Shower 

The  following  week,  the  newly-organized  club 
held  a  Bridal  Shower  for  one  of  their  members. 
Showers  of  this  type  are  unknown  to  Euro])eans 
and  they  are  delighted  with  them.  They  respo]id 
wholeheartedly  by  giving  tastefully-selected, 
appropriately  wrapped,  useful  gifts,  and  enclosing 
lovely  gift  cards.  On  this  occasion,  the  new 
President  spoke  on  behalf  of  all  the  members, 
extending  heartiest  felicitations.  Father  Mu- 
rawski, in  a  whimsically  humourous  speech, 
wished  the  bride-to-be  marital  bliss. 

But  all  is  not  just  social  activity  for  the  D.P.s. 
They  are  now  busy  with  a  play  they  hope  to 
present  in  the  near  future.  You  will  be  iiearing 
more  about  the  D.P.  doings  in  Vancouver. 

IN  A  LOVER'S  EYES  POOK 


To  an  Altar  Boy 

An  altar  boy  is  a  drowsy  lad 

When  he  has  the  early  Mass 
And  walks  the  sleepy  streets  before 

The  liustling  milkmen  pass. 

An  altar  boy  is  a  gallant  lad 

When  the  snow  is  inches  high. 
And  the  only  faithful  are  the  nuns 

Walking  black  against  the  sky. 

An  altar  boy  is  a  busy  lad 

Watching  chalice,  priest  and  paten. 

As  he  twists  his  clean  young  tongue  around 
Those  ancient  prayers  in  Latin. 

An  altar  boy  is  a  noble  lad, 

A  herald,  who  may  tell 
That  Christ  has  come  to  earth  again, 

By  sounding  on  a  bell. 

— Bennet  M.  Bolton  in  "America." 
MARKS  ARE  DIMPUEJS. 
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News  Memos  of  Activities  at  No.  4  Wellesley 


The  days,  weeks  and  months  pass  very  quickly 
at  the  Sisters  of  Service  Residential  Club  in  To- 
ronto. We  would  like  to  tell  you  a  little  of  the 
many  activities  that  have  made  the  days,  weeks 
and  months  so  interesting  for  the  Cub  Members 
and  Sisters. 

On  December  eighteenth  the  Club  Members 
placed  thirty-eight  gaily  wrapped  gift  parcels 
under  the  Christmas  Tree  in  their  Club  Rooms; 
these  interesting  looking  packages,  contained 
Christmas  presents  for  patients  at  Our  Lady  of 
Mercy  Hospital.  At  the  close  of  an  entertaining 
evening  a  Joyful  Hour  was  enjoyed  as  the 
Rosary  was  prayed  and  hymns  sung  in  company 
with  the  Hollywood  artists.  Refreshments  were 
served.  Two  members  took  the  parcels  to  the  Hos- 
pital next  morning  and  presented  them  to  Sister 
Superior. 

Twenty-four  girls  assisted  at  the  three  Masses 
after  Midnight  in  the  Motherhouse  Ctiapel.  (The 
other  Members  in  residence  spent  the  holidays 
with  relatives  and  friends).  After  Mass  parcels 
were  distributed  from  the  brilliantly  lighted 
Christmas  tree  and  then  breakfast  was  enjoyed  in 
the  dining  room  by  candlelight.  A  turkey  dinner 
was  served  at  one  o'clock  on  Christmas  day. 

On  New  Year's  eve  the  Sisters  and  Members 
made  a  Holy  Hour  in  the  Chapel  from  seven  to 
eight  o'clock  and  then  assisted  at  the  Midnight 
Mass,  joining  their  intentions  to  those  of  the  Holy 
Father  for  the  success  of  the  Holy  Year.  After 
breakfast  in  the  "little  hours"  some  listened  to  the 
radio  while  the  rest  dreamed  of  all  the  joys  1950 
would  bring  to  them. 

The  first  Sunday  of  the  Year  found  the  girls 
at  Mass  in  the  Chapel.  They  have  adopted  the 
First  Friday,  First  Saturday  and  First  Sunday 
Communion  devotion.  At  the  Mass  on  Sunday, 
Rev.  Father  Lambert  spoke  briefly  to  the  girls 
on  "Their  dream  castle  and  how  they  were  to 
make  it  a  reality."  After  breakfast  in  the  Club's 
reception  room,  Mrs.  G.  Hoben  addressed  the 
group  on  the  work  of  the  St.  Paul's  Guild  at  St. 
Peter's  Church  under  the  direction  of  the  Paulist 
Fathers.  Mrs.  Hoben  stressed  the  fact  that  after 
the  grace  of  God,  good  example  was  the  driving 
power  that  brought  most  converts  into  the  church 
and  quoted  several  examples  to  substantiate  this 
fact — that  a  Catholic  who  fulfils  his  or  her  re- 
ligious duties  with  reverence  and  piety,  perhaps 
unconsciously,  influences  and  encourages  others 
to  admire  the  Church  and  seek  to  know  more 
about  Her.  Miss  Kathleen  Moore  introduced  the 
speaker  and  Miss  Clare  Gallagher  thanked  Mrs. 
Hoben  on  behalf  of  the  Sisters  and  Members. 


In  the  evening  "The  Madonnas,  (the  married 
girls  who  in  years  past  also  found  the  Club  "their 
home  away  from  home")  gathered  from  all  parts 
of  the  City  to  enjoy  the  Annual  Yuletide  Dinner, 
renewing  acquaintances  and  recalling  happy  days 
spent  at  No.  4.  Extra  tables  had  to  be  hurriedly 
set  to  accommodate  the  eighty-six  "old  girls"  who 
turned  up  for  the  occasion.  The  present  Club 
Members  served  the  "Madonnas." 

January  fifteenth  was  the  "open  house"  day  for 
the  Club  Members  to  their  relatives  and  friends. 
A  turkey  dinner  was  served  in  the  gaily  dressed 
rooms  and  the  Madonnas  graciously  came  to  serve 
the  Members.  Music  and  dancing  followed. 

February  fifth  was  again  Communion  Sunday. 
Following  the  nine  o'clock  Mass  in  the  Mother- 
house  Chapel  breakfast  was  served  in  the  Recep- 
tion Room  of  the  Club.  The  tables  were  prettily 
decorated  with  pink  and  white  rouchings,  cand- 
les and  flowers.  Sister  Agnes  Dwyer,  S.O.S.  was 
the  guest  speaker.  The  subject  of  her  address 
was  '  'We  can  change  the  World".  Sister  pointed 
out  to  the  Members  how  they  could  make  their 
own  the  ideals  and  enthusiasm  of  the  Christophers 
and  apply  them  in  their  everyday  lives.  Miss 
Marguerite  Schurter  introduced  the  speaker  and 
Miss  Jovita  McMuUen  expressed  the  girls'  ap- 
preciation of  Sister's  encouraging  address. 

Hearts,  arrows  and  cupids  began  appearing  on 
Saturday  evening.  On  Sunday  afternoon  an  at- 
mosphere of  happy  expectancy  permeated  the 
Club — St.  Valentine's  Day  was  being  anticipated. 
After  the  festive  dinner  tlie  tables  were  set  aside 
and  chairs  arranged  for  guests.  Seventy  boys  and 
girls  spent  a  happy  evening  and  are  looking  for- 
ward to  the  next  occasion  that  will  indicate  a 
party. 

The  "Study  Club"  meets  each  Monday  evening, 
interesting  subjects  are  studied,  questions  asked, 
and  problems  discussed.  As  the  Members  are  from 
many  parts  of  the  world  they  can  exchange  many 
interesting  experiences. 


LOVE  IS  NOT  BLIND.  IT  SEES  MORE,  NOT  LESS.  BUT  BE("AUSE  IT  SEES  MORE  IT  IS  WILLING  TO  SEE 

LESS. 
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Indian 

Once  when  we  were  returning  to  our  Indian 
mission  after  the  Easter  holidays,  we  reached 
the  French  village  a  few  miles  from  the  shore  and 
stayed  over  night  at  the  convent.  The  next  day 
being  Sunday  the  nuns  all  received  Holy  Com- 
munion in  the  chapel  and  went  out  to  the  Parish 
Mass  at  ten  o'clock. 

It  was  a  lovely  big  church  for  so  small  a  place. 
The  Mass  was  sung  and  the  church  was  full.  The 
sermon  was  long  and  serious,  and  we  were  surprised 
and  edified  at  the  number  of  people  who  went 
to  Holy  Communion,  especially  men.  We  knew 
that  many  of  these  people  came  in  from  the 
surrounding  country  and  must  have  done  a  few 
hours'  work  on  the  farms  before  setting  out  to 
Mass,  which  meant  a  long  fast. 

During  the  announcements  the  priest  told  the 
congregation  that  the  church  was  theirs,  it  needed 
to  be  redecorated,  it  would  cost  so  much,  and  would 
have  to  be  paid  for.  That  was  about  all. 

After  the  Mass  was  over  the  crowd  moved  back 
and  forth  visiting  and  chatting  among  the  vehicles 
and  we  were  told  that  they  subscribed  $1500.00 
before  setting  out  for  home. 

His  Two  Best  Friends 

The  two  of  us  were  invited  to  go  home  with 
an  elderly  couple  whose  farm  was  near  the 
Narrows  where  the  Indians  crossed  the  Bay  when 
the  ice  was  bad.  We  had  dinner  with  them  in 
their  big  friendly  kitchen.  When  the  meal  was 
over  Sister  and  I  helped  clear  the  table  and  wash 
the  dishes. 

The  old  man  sat  by  the  window  in  a  low  rocking' 
chair.  After  a  few  minutes  silence  while  he  drew 
on  his  pipe,  rapped  it  on  the  window-sill  and  filled 
it,  he  turned  to  us  and  said,  "Sister,  will  you 
answer  me  one  question?  Do  you  think  it  is  a 
sin  to  smoke?" 

'No,"  Sister  replied,  "I  do  not  think  it  is  a  sin 
to  smoke — ordinarily. ' ' 
, ' '  You  know,  Sister,  our  pries ',  he  is  ver '  good 
Catolic.  He  tell  us  if  we  love  the  good  God  enough, 
we  can  make  the  sacrifice.  Me,  I  think  I  should 
give  up  the  tabac,  for  the  sacrifice.  That  is  all 
I  got." 

Then,  after  a  few  moments'  silence  while  he 
tasted  the  pipe,  he  went  on  thoughtfully,  "Yes, 
Sister,  my  pipe  and  my  old  wife  are  the  two  best 
friends  I  got  in  this  Avorl'  and  I  hate  to  part  with 
either  of  them,  even  for  the  Good  God." 

If  I  remember  rightly,  some  time  later,  we  heard 
that  the  Good  God  did  ask  for  the  old  wife  and 
did  not  take  "No"  for  an  answer.  We  never  heard 
the  fate  of  the  pipe. 

When  it  was  time,  we  thought,  for  the  old  folks 

SMAJLL  DGEII>S  DONE  ARE  BBTT] 


Incident 

to  take  a  nap.  Sister  and  I  went  out  in  the  yard 
and  walked  up  and  down,  saying  our  rosary, 
hoping  that  the  Indians  would  not  fail  to  come 
for  us.  On  the  stroke  of  three,  we  saw  three  of 
them  sauntering  along  the  wagon  trail  coming 
out  of  the  woods  from  the  direction  of  the  water. 

We  thanked  our  good  friends  for  their  hospi- 
tality, put  on  our  things  quickly  and  prepared  to 
go  back  immediately  with  the  Indians.  The  old 
man  accompanied  us  to  the  shore.  It  frightened 
him  to  see  us  start  out  alone  with  those  dark,  silent 
men. 

Was  It  a  Miracle? 

The  wind  was  high  and  the  water  rolling.  We 
picked  our  way  from  stone  to  stone,  and  we 
were  all  on  one  big  rock  when  we  reached 
the  boat.  Then  one  at  a  time,  the  Indians  first, 
we  jumped  in  each  time  the  boat  heaved  up  near 
enough  on  a  big  swell. 

As  we  mounted  the  billows  for  the  open  bay, 
we  heard  the  old  man  on  the  shore  calling,  ' '  Sisters, 
Sister.^,  come  back,  come  back,  you  will  drown." 
We  waved  him  good-bye.  Were  we  afraid?  No, 
not  really.  We  were  about  our  Father's  business 
and  our  "times  (and  lives)  were  in  His  Hands." 

Two  men  took  the  oars  and  the  third  man  stood 
in  the  back  of  the  boat  with  a  bucket  and  bailed 
out  water  all  the  time.  The  two  of  us  sat,  side  by 
.side,  one  facing  forward  and  the  other  backward. 
As  the  boat  tipped  and  bowed,  up  and  down  the 
waves,  the  water  in  the  bottom  rushed  madly 
back  and  forth  between  our  feet.  We  gathered 
our  clothing  about  us  as  best  we  could  to  keep 
from  getting  wet,  but  our  feet  and  skirts  were 
dripping. 

Blocks  of  floating  ice  were  drifting,  scattered 
here  and  there,  over  the  shining  water  like  flocks 
of  giant  sheep.  When  we  were  about  halfway 
acro.ss,  we  were  confronted  with  an  ice  barricade, 
which  from  a  distance  looked  like  a  long  strand 
of  gigantic  pearls,  one  pearl  touching  another. 
We  noticed  that  the  Indians  were  anxious  as  we 
came  closer.  They  broke  their  habitual  silence 
and  spoke  a  few  muttered  sentences  to  each  other. 

We  decided  they  must  intend  to  push  a  block 
of  ice  out  of  place  with  the  oars  to  make  an 
opening.  It  would  be  a  dangerou.s  chance  to  take. 
The  oars  might  break,  and  a  big  block  might 
heave  up  and  come  down  on  the  boat,  upsetting 
us  into  the  water.  Just  as  we  neared  this  barricade 
of  ice  a  break  appeared,  as  though  an  unseen 
hand  had  separated  them.  One  end  of  the  chain 
swung  out  in  front  of  us,  leaving  a  wide  passage- 
way. 

(Continued  on  Page  16) 
THAN  GREAT  DEEDS  PLANNED. 
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(Continued  from  Page  15) 

When  we  had  goue  a  quarter  of  a  mile  or  so, 
we  could  see  that  the  string  of  ice  had  come  to- 
gether again,  overlapping  a  little  where  the  gap 
had  been. 

We  went  ashore  only  a  few  yards  from  the  old 
white  tower.  Sister  and  I  climbed  up  the  stairs 
to  the  top,  and  looked  out  over  the  country,  while 
the  Indians  tied  up  the  boat  and  brought  the 
horses  from  the  bush.  Then  we  started  the  last 
lap  of  our  trip,  through  the  woods  for  about  five 
miles,  sitting  sidewaj'-s  on  the  wagon  on  long 
boards. 

When  we  got  home  to  the  mission,  the  Indians 
had  built  a  fire  in  the  furnace  of  the  school,  which 
felt  good  even  though  the  weather  was  not  cold. 

We  lit  the  kitchen  fire,  put  on  the  kettle,  re- 
moved the  surface  dust  from  the  furniture,  hur- 
ried to  get  some  supper  before  the  Indians  began 
calling  on  us  to  welcome  us  back  to  their  Island. 
School  opened  again  in  the  morning. 

OF  COURSE  ARE  TWO  SIDES  TO  EVE5RY  QUESTION  IP  WE  ARE  NOT  REALITY  INTERESTED  IN 

EITHER  OF  THEM. 


How  Long,  0  Lord! 
(Continued  from  iPage  2) 

protest,  without  hefting  your  sword  in  its  scab- 
bard, without  saying  to  yourself  that  by  all  that's 
holy,  these  abominations  have  got  to  be  stopped. 

Suppose— But  suppose  nothing.  You're  doing 
all  those  things.  You're  living  in  Nero's  world, 
walking  among  martyrs,  stepping  daintily  past 
abominations,  and  your  temperature  isn't  rising  a 
single  degree. 

You  read  without  turning  a  hair  of  the  im- 
prisonment of  archbishops,  the  butchery  of  bis- 
hops, the  scientifically  cruel  slaughter  of  hun- 
dreds of  thousands  of  priests  and  laymen. 

You  know  that  nation  upon  nation  lies  groan- 
ing under  such  slavery  as  the  world  has  not  seen 
in  a  millennium  and  a  half. 

You  are  told  of  the  thousand  tricks  by  which 
the  sacraments  are  carried  to  people  under  the 
noses  of  bloody  tyrants,  just  as  they  were  in  the 
days  of  Pagan  Rome. 

You  hear  about  the  "living  newspapers"  which 
outwit  Communist  censorship. 

You  are  smothered  under  monstrous  propa- 
ganda against  the  Pope,  the  Church,  against 
everything  holy  and  decent. 

Everywhere  you  turn,  filthy  people  on  lecture- 
platforms  and  in  newspapers  and  magazines  are 
openly  conspiring  against  the  birth  of  the  next 
generation,  and  calling  for  the  cruel  execution  of 
the  aged  and  the  sick  and  the  crippled. 

And  what  in  the  world  do  you  do  about  it  ?  Oh, 
you  buy  the  magazines  that  carry  the  rottenness. 
You  subscribe  to  the  newspapers  that  condone  it 
by  hypocritically  "objective"  reports. 

You  frequent  the  theatres  where  lust  is  glori- 
fied and  love  mocked. 

You  smile  apologetically  when  virtue  is  attack- 
ed, and  vice  advertised  as  something  plausible  and 
even  admirable. 

You  swallow  the  propaganda  of  the  hired  liars 
who  explain  that  they  simply  had  to  torture  this 
helpless  nun,  or  slaughter  this  undefended  priest, 
because  after  all  the  Church  has  too  much  pro- 
perty— the  property  being  hospitals  and  orphan- 
ages and  leprosariums,  where  dedicated  souls  la- 
bor their  lives  out  for  nothing  but  love  of  the 
poor  and  the  sick. 

And  so  the  martyrs  die  unhonored  and  unsung 
and  unmourned,  because  we  are  duJl. 

Because  we've  all  got  used  to  evil;  we've  got 
the  habit  of  hell;  we  don't  fly  into  titanic  righte- 
ous rage  over  the  wickedness  of  the  world. 

There  isn't  enough  virtue  in  our  hearts,  or  ad- 
renalin in  our  bodies,  to  get  up  and  doing. 

And  all  over  the  w'orld  the  filth  rises  to  the  top, 
because  the  wicked  are  more  convinced  of  their 
wickedness  than  the  good  are  convinced  of  their 
virtue. 

How  long? 


JULY,  1950 
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They  Have  a  Right — We  Have  a  Duty 


<<^^  O,  teach  all  nations"  was  Our  Lord's  mis- 
1  sionary  injunction,  and  years  ago  Pius  XI, 
^^""^  the  great  missionary  Pope,  gave  the  Ob- 
lates  of  the  North  this  order  of  the  day :  "If  there 
were  only  one  Eskimo  family  near  the  North  Pole 
and  it  would  take  two  years  to  reach  them,  I 
would  still  say  to  you:  ^Go,'  as  these  people  also 
have  a  right  to  Redemption."  (Oblate  Review). 

To  this  right  corresponds  a  duty.  This  duty 
every  sincere  missionary  considers  as  a  binding 
obligation.  That  duty  he  has  assumed  out  of  love 
for  our  Divine  Redeemer.  With  the  Saviour  dying 
on  the  cross  he  thirsts  for  the  salvation  of  souls 
wherever  they  may  be.  This  explains  how  our 
missionaries  are  sailing  the  seven  seas  in  the  quest 
of  the  land  where  obedience  calls  them  to  exer- 
cise their  sacred  ministry.  Some,  like  the  Oblate 
Fathers,  go  to  the  icy  north;  some,  like  the  White 
Fathers,  go  to  the  wild  jungle  and  burning  sands 
of  Africa ;  others,  like  the  Redemptorists,  are 
leaving  every  day  for  South  America,  Japan  and 
India,  So.  .  ."  "no  accent  of  theirs  does  not  make 
itself  heard,  till  their  utterance  fills  every  land, 
till  their  message  reaches  the  end  of  the  world." 
(Ps.  18.5). 

In  that  great  network  of  the  Church's  mission- 
ary endeavour  there  is  an  interplay  of  God's  grace 
and  man's  zeal.  That  God  should  choose  man  to 
bring  the  Gospel  to  his  fellowman  is  indeed  a  pro- 
found mystery.  This  thought,  we  are  confident, 
will  awaken  in  the  minds  of  our  readers  a  deep 
sense  of  responsibility.  When  one  realizes  that  the 
eternal  salvation  of  others  is  linked  up  with  the 
zeal  we  bring  to  this  work — the  greatest  of  all 
works — we  cannot  afford  to  be  merely  lookers- 


on  in  that  great  drama  in  which  we  are  called  to 
play  a  part. 

How  will  this  call  to  duty  be  answered?  To 
some  it  will  come  like  the  clarion  call  to  battle. 
They  will  hurry  to  enlist  under  the  banner  of 
Christ  the  King.  These  are  the  generous  souls  who 
can  find  nothing  better  in  this  world  than  to  dedi- 
cate their  whole  life  to  the  service  of  the  Divine 
Master.  This  is  the  highest  form  of  apostolic  duty. 
For  what  could  we  give  to  God  more  precious  than 
life  itself.  God  has  given  us  a  span  of  years  to 
prepare  ourselves  and  make  ourselves  more 
worthy  to  live  with  Him  in  His  Kingdom  beyond 
the  grave.  This  is  the  very  purpose  of  life.  To 
fulfil  that  sublime  pui^pose  and  to  help  others  to 
see  and  follow  it  is  the  very  essence  of  a  mission- 
ary life.  Happy  the  soul  God  calls  to  share  with 
Him  the  greatest  of  all  work— the  salvation  of  the 
world. 

Not  all  are  called  to  dedicate  their  whole  life  to 
the  great  duty  of  saving  souls.  But  all  can  and 
must  participate  in  it  by  prayer.  Prayer  is  the 
great  lever  that  moves  the  spiritual  world.  What 
transformation  we  would  behold  in  the  mission 
field  throughout  the  world  were  all  Christians 
conscious  of  that  power  of  prayer  to  transform 
souls!  Ill  the  great  spiritual  battle  of  life  hands 
upheld  in  prayer  are  stronger  than  the  hands  that 
brandish  the  sword  or  hold  aloft  the  unfurled 
banner.  For  prayer  is  to  the  spiritual  world  what 
the  universal  law  of  gravitation  is  to  the  materi- 
al world.  It  keeps  the  soul  or  brings  it  back 
within  the  orbit  of  its  spiritual  gravitation. 
Through  prayer  we  obtain  grace — grace  of  con- 
version, grace  of  good  will,  grace  of  strength 


liOVE  FOR  GOD,  NEIGHBOUR,  AND  SELF.   THESE  THREE  IX>VBS  ARE  BUT  ONE,  SINCE  IN  AIAj 

THREE  WE  SEEK  THE  SAME  ONE  GLORY  OF  GOD 
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against  temptation.  A  true  prayer,  fervent,  confi- 
dent, persevering,  is  never  lost. 

The  mission  field  will  never  be  self-supporting. 
Help  must  come  from  outside.  This  is  why  all 
missionary  societies  are  also  collecting  agencies. 
They  gather  funds  to  support  the  priests,  the  sis- 
ters and  brothers  who  have  nothing  else  to  give 
but  their  lives.  This  appeal  is  so  vivid  and  strong 
that  the  Catholic  heart  rises  spontaneously  to 
meet  it.  Knowing  the  supreme  issues  which  are 
here  involved  no  Catholic  heart  can  turn  a  deaf 
ear  to  it.  Happily  the  purse  strings  are  near  our 
heart  strings' — in  this  matter  particularly. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  have  chosen  our  own 


Canada  as  their  specific  field  of  action.  To  extend 
the  kingdom  of  God  Avithin  our  own  boundaries 
is  their  noble  ambition.  For  vocations,  prayer  and 
financial  help  they  depend  on  you.  Having  given 
up  all  for  this  sacred  cause  they  have  a  right  to 
depend  on  you.  To  that  sacred  right  corresponds 
a  duty  which  is  yours. 


Why  I  Became  a  Sister  of  Service 

Our  Lady  of  Fatima  Clinched  this  Decision 


THEY  say,  "A  good  start  is  important."  I 
was  scarcely  a  day  old  when  I  was  baptized 
in  our  ]barish  church.  Looking  back,  I  can 
say  that  from  that  day  our  Lady  carried  me 
through  the  years,  despite  frequent  efforts  to 
elude  her  motherly  hold. 

My  life  was  that  of  the  average  Catholic  girl. 
True,  I  was  blessed  with  very  devout  parents  and 
a  priest  brother,  but  from  the  age  of  fourteen  my 
thoughts  and  interests  were  worldly  ones.  At 
seventeen,  the  world  tightened  its  hold.  It  sufficed 
if  my  days  were  brimfull  of  excitement  and  fun. 

At  twenty-two,  I  joined  the  Legion  of  Mary. 
It  is  to  this  and  to  the  prayers  of  my  mother  that 
I  attribute  my  vocation.  For  soon,  the  pleasures 
that  had  lately  seemed  so  attractive,  began  at 
times  to  strike  a  false  chord.  I  had  always  prayed 
to  our  Lady  that  I  might  find  my  proper  niche 
in  life.  INow  the  idea  that  it  might  be  a  religious 
vocation  knocked  timidly  at  my  heart,  but  I  reas- 
sured myself,  "Every  girl  has  thoughts  like  these, 
but  it  doesn't  mean  that  she  has  a  vocation." 

It  was  one  evening  last  Easter  Vacation  that  the 
family  began  discussing  the  religious  life.  My 
brother  quoted  the  familiar  words,  "Now  in  the 
present  time  a  hundredfold  .  .  .and  in  the  age  to 
come,  life  everlasting."  These  words  kept  repeat- 
ing themselves  as  I  worked  on  a  formal  gown  I 
was  to  wear  shortly,  and  which  I  did  wear,  but 
once  only. 

At  a  lecture  on  our  Lady  of  Fatima,  a  week 
later,  I  decided  to  resist  no  longer.  That  night  I 
cried  myself  to  sleep,  but  peace  came  to  my  soul. 


I  made  application  to  enter  the  Sisters  of  Service 
whose  work  I  had  admired  from  childhood. 

It  was  not  easy  to  say  goodbye  to  dear  parents, 
an  old  familiar  home,  to  an  independent  and 
satisfying  life.  But  how  happy  I  am !  I  say  daily, 
"My  Ood,  I  thank  you  a  thousand  times,  and 
with  your  help,  I  will  make  what  is  more  impor- 
tant than  a  good  start — a  good  finish!" 


PIETY  m  THE  SEEING,  IX)VING  AND  SEEKING  GOD  AL«ONE  FOU  Hl«  OWN 
SAKE,  AND  AIAj  rrUlNGti  FOR  GOD. 
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What  They  Are  Doing  in  Vancouver 

Day  of  Recollection 


WOULD  yoii  like  to  liear  about  oiu-  Day  of 
Recollection  on  May  7th?  What  delight 
was  ours  when  that  inoruin"'  arrived 
bright  with  warm  sunshine!  The  Chapel  was 
lovely  with  flowers,  the  living  room  well  supplied 
with  suitable  reading  matter.  Chairs  and  benches 
on  the  lawn  were  an  invitation  to  outdoor  reading 
and  meditation. 

At  9  a.m.  we  assembled  in  Chapel  where  Mass 
was  celebrated  by  Reverend  L.  J.  Sweeney,  O.M.I., 
who  was  Retreat  Master.  Hymns  were  sung  dur- 
ing Mass  which  was  followed  by  an  instruction 
and  a  reminder  to  spend  the  day  in  SILEINCE 
AND  PRAYER.  During  Breakfast  suitable  read- 
ing provided  the  motif  for  the  day.  Then  a  period 
of  free  time,  conference  and  lunch.  Between  con- 
ferences, we  could  talk  to  Father  if  we  so  desired. 
In  the  afternoon,  two  interesting  conferences, 
some  reading,  some  praying  and  all  too  quickly  it 
was  4  p.m. — time  for  the  Crowning  of  the  Blessed 
Mother. 


Crowning  of  Our  Lady 

This  privilege  was  allotted  to  Miss  Diane 
Maltese  who  entered  the  Chapel  accompanied  by 
Miss  Sue  Kelly  and  Miss  Jacqueline  Powell.  All 
three  wore  floor  length  gowns  in  pastel  shades 
and  white  veils.  While  they  approached  the 
Shrine  and  crowned  Our  Lady  we  sang  "Bring 
Flowers  of  the  Rarest."  Father  Sweeney  gave  an 
inspiring  talk  and  urged  us  to  keep  our  good  re- 
solutions. The  Day  closed  with  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  after  which  all  of  us  assembled 
before  Our  Lady's  Cilrotto  in  the  garden  to  be 
photographed  (the  above  picture  was  the  result). 

Mr.  Jim  Duff  served  as  acolyte  at  Mass  and 
Benediction.  For  many  of  us  this  Day  of  Recol- 
lection was  a  new  experience  and  in  the  evening 
a  group  of  happy  girls  agreed  that  it  had  been 
most  pleasant  as  well  as  spiritually  helpful. 

Susanne  KellJ^ 


LEAVE  THE  PAST  TO  HIS  MER<TF,  THE  PRESENT  TO  HTS  OTTTDANOE,  AND 
THE  FIITUKK  TH)  HIS  PROVir>EN(iK. 
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Report  on  Saskatoon 


BY  A  '50  GRAD 

THE  long-awaited  month  of  May,  the  month 
of  graduation,  had  arrived.  For  some  of 
the  girls  at  942  Saskatchewan  Crescent 
("the  red  house  on  the  hill")  this  month  marked 
the  end  of  a  few  years  at  University.  Graduation 
is  a  milestone  of  achievement  for  them.  It  is  a 
new  birth  from  the  long  labour  of  studies,  for  it 
marks  the  opening  of  a  new  future. 

We  had  a  very  happy  time  this  year  with  our 
ten  undergrads.  As  usual,  the  S.O.S.  residence  for 
University  girls  was  a  place  of  much  activity. 
Here  for  the  past  months  we  lived  as  one  big 
family,  praying,  working  and  playing  together. 
The  good  Sisters  have  always  carefully  guided 
our  activities,  and  it  is  to  theni  we  owe  a  great 
debt  of  gratitude  for  everything  they  have  done. 

We  must  mention  a  few  of  the  many  happy 
events  that  highlighted  our  year.  The  colourful 
autumn  days  brought  hours  of  much  fun  and 
laughter  when  all  of  us,  sisters  included,  eagerly 
made  our  way  down  to  the  river  bank  for  our 
"weiner  roast"  suppers.  Actually,  these  outings 
were  more  than  mere  weiner  roasts,  for  we  al- 
ways had  marshmallows,  cookies,  apples,  grapes, 
candies  and  coffee  after  the  buns  and  weiners.  To 
add  to  the  gaiety  and  sparkle  of  these  evening 
events,  there  would  always  be  just  enough  songs, 
laughter  and  jokes  sprinkled  in  between  the  wei- 
ners to  make  everyone  want  to  have  another  out- 
door meal — soon ! 


The  "Dinner  Party,"  Saskatoon 


Our  secret  dreams  and  desires  to  entertain  were 
given  full  chance  to  be  realized  at  the  annual 
S.O.S.  program  at  'Newman  Club  last  fall.  We 
found  that  we  had  more  budding  actresses  than 
we  thought.  They  blossomed  forth  in  pantomime 
and  song.  Romeo,  Juliet,  the  moon  and  all,  found 
their  place  in  our  program  that  night.  And,  of 
course  we  opened  the  evening's  entertainment 
with  our  traditional  S.O.S.  Theme  Song. 

On  special  days,  such  as  Hallowe'en  and  St. 
Valentine's  the  Sisters  prepared  special  banquet 
suppers  to  which  we  invited  some  of  the  gentle- 
men from  Newman  Club.  The  girls  will  never 
forget  the  special  festive  spirit  that  penneated 
the  atmosphere  of  the  house  those  evenings.  On 
Easter  Sunday  we  enjoyed  our  last  banquet  din- 
ner for  the  term.  It  was  in  honour  of  our  grad- 
uates and  it  was  also  our  annual  Easter  dinner. 

Last  November  our  house  was  honoured  by  a 
visit  from  Judge  Monet  of  Quebec.  A  few  weeks 
before  he  had  completed  a  trip  to  Rome,  where 
he  had  the  great  privilege  of  an  audience  Avith 
His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII.  Mr.  Monet  spent 
much  time  at  our  house,  telling  us  about  his  trip 
to  and  from  Rome  and  of  his  interesting  experien- 
ces in  the  Holy  City. 

The  S.O.S.  girls  always  ranked  high  in  Newman 
Club  activities.  They  contributed  in  many  Avays  on 
the  executive,  in  social  events.  In  addition  to  this, 
the  Bowling  League,  the  choir  and  the  dramatic 
department  found  S.O.S.  girls  among  their  num- 
bers. One  of  our  girls,  Viola  Longworth,  was 
given  honourable  mention  at  University  College 
Nites  for  her  performance  as  Lady  MacBeth  in  the 
winning  play.  We  wish  also  to  extend  congratu- 
lations to  Germaine  Carrier,  one  of  our  under- 
grads, who  was  awarded  a  French  Scholarship  in 
Quebec  this  summer.  We  are  all  proud  of  you, 
Germaine. 

The  strain  of  examinations  is  over  now,  and 
most  of  the  girls  have  left  for  their  homes  and  for 
summer  holidays.  It  is  very  quiet  at  the  red  house 
on  the  hill  these  days,  but  it  will  not  be  long  till 
the  fall  when  we  will  return  to  our  home  at  S.O.S. 
for  another  happy  year. 


Lighter  Vein 

Two  women  from  the  United  States  were  tra- 
velling in  Canada  when  the  train  made  a  lengthy 
stop  at  a  station.  They  got  out  to  walk  around. 

One  went  up  to  a  man  on  the  platform  and 
asked,  "What  place  is  this?" 

"Saskatoon,  Saskatchewan,"  the  man  answered. 

The  woman  returned  to  h«r  companion. 

•'Isn't  that  delightful?"  she  asked.  "He  doesn't 
speak  English." 


UNTIL  WE  LOVE  GOD  PEREECTLY  EVERYTHING  IN  THE  WORLD  WILL  BE  ABLE  TO  HURT  US. 
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EDSON  EDITS 


Explanatory  Preamble 

SYSTEMS  the  most  workable  and  carefully 
organized  occasionallj''  fail.  The  Canadian 
National  Railways  system,  for  instance,  can 
be  thi'own  right  off  schedule  by  the  action  of 
extreme  cold  on  rails  and  engines.  From  time 
to  time  th€re  are  landslides  in  the  Rockies  or 
washouts  in  flooded  areas ;  such  emergencies  re- 
quire drastic  measures  to  keep  trans-continental 
trafffic  moving.  All  this  preamble  is  by  way  of 
explaining  that  the  system  by  which  the  writing 
of  the  Edson  Edits  is  assigned  to  various  mem- 
bers of  the  Community  has  temporarily  failed. 
The  cause  is  mositly  a  landslide  of  work.  The 
steps  taken  to  insure  that  we  go  to  press  were  not 
drastic  but  they  may  result  in  some  disappoint- 
ment to  the  reader.  You  see  the  reporter  who 
reported  for  last  issue  of  the  Field  at  Home  is 
reporting  again  for  this  one  and  the  said  re- 
porter usually  requires  a  goodly  number  of 
months  in  which  to  collect  and  assemble  ma- 
terial for  a  moderately  readable  article.  So  the 
writer  whispers  a  prayer  to  the  dear  Holy 
Spirit,  she  begs  your  indulgence,  and  away  she 
goes. 

All  for  the  Glory  of  God 

A  great  influx  of  patients  in  late  April  jolted 
us  out  of  the  rut  into  which  an  unusually  quiet 
winter  had  settled  us.  Babies  came  in  bunches 
as  is  their  way.  Elective  surgery  kept  the  oper- 
ating room  humming  each  forenoon  while  emer- 
gency cases  popped  up  at  all  hours.  Really  ill 
medical  cases  required  constant  and  careful  nurs- 
ing. Everyone  was  going  at  top  speed  and  day 
and  night  staffs  cheerfully  overlapped.  The  in- 
crease of  work  is  not  confined  to  the  nurses.  Each 
additional  patient  means  additional  work  for 
the  laundry  staff.  Kitchen  work  is  augmented, 
not  merely  by  a  greater  number  of  trays  but  by 
the  preparation  of  special  diets.  The  office  Sisters 
with  commendable  calm  see  to  the  multitude  of 
reports,  forms,  et  cetera,  which  have  become  so 
essential  a  part  of  the  modem  hospital.  But  we 
have  come  to  serve  God  in  souls  and  souls  in 
God  and,  because  nothing  is  small  or  insignificant 
in  the  wonderful  economy  of  Divine  Love,  our 
service  is  as  effectively  rendered  by  filling  out 
forms,  preparing  trays  or  washing  clothes  as 
it  is  by  the  actual  care  of  the  sick.  A  busy  hos- 
pital is  a  beautiful  example  of  the  Mystical  Body 
at  work.. 


Irish  "Paddy" 

AVe  had  a  breath  of  old  Ireland  with  us  for 
the  past  three  months.  James  is  his  name  but 
he  was  dubbed  Paddy  soon  after  his  admission 
and  Paddy  he  has  been  to  all  and  sundry  ever 
since.  Paddy  has  been  knocking  around  Canada 
from  east  to  west  for  years;  before  coming  to 
Canada  he  led  a  precarious  existence  during  the 
"troubles"  in  Ireland.  Through  his  wanderings 
hither  and  yon  Paddy  has  kept  the  fire  of  faith 
brightly  burning;  he  is  thoroughly,  staunchly, 
militantly  Catholic  with  the  true  Catholic's  deep 
reverence  for  religious.  Paddy  had  met  the 
S.O.S.  years  ago  at  the  Toronto  Club  but  he  had 
not  met  S.O.S.  nurses  with  their  chambray  habits 
and  white  aprons.  One  morning  Paddy  came  in 
for  a  lot  of  good-natured  scolding  and  threats 
for  having  accidentally  burned  a  hole  in  his  bed- 
spread. With  the  quick  wit  and  ready  humour 
of  his  race  he  took  the  scolding  and  repaid  in 
kind.  Late  that  afternoon  said  Paddy  to  Sister 
S. :  "You  didn't  tell  the  nun  about  me  burning 
the  bedspread,  did  you?"  Sister  was  bewildered 
"What  do  you  mean,  Paddy?"  she  asked. 

"Why  that  nun  in  the  dark  grey  who  comes 
in  here  every  day."  (He  meant  the  Sisters  in  the 
office.) 

"But,  Paddy,  we  are  all  nuns,  we  all  belong  to 
the  same  Community,  take  the  same  vows  .  .  ." 

"Ah,  go  on  with  you,"  said  Paddy,  "you're  not 
a  nun." 

"Look  Paddy,"  replied  Sister  as  she  drew  her 
cross  from  under  her  apron  bib. 

Paddy's  jaw  dropped,  his  face  crimsoned,  his 
confusion  was  wonderful  to  behold.  He  said  noth- 
ing. For  perhaps  the  first  time  in  his  life  Paddy 
was  "speechless".  To  the  delight  of  the  other  pa- 
tients who  told  us  Paddy  entered  upon  a  period 
of  intense  self-examination ;  had  he  said  anything 
to  the  "nurses"  that  he  would  not  have  said  to  the 
"nuns";  Poor  Paddy!  He  was  so  subdued  for  a 
day  or  two — but  only  for  a  day  or  two. 

A  Pioneer  Remembers 

One  is  amazed  by  the  cross-section  of  humanity 
which  finds  its  way  into  our  little  hospital.  Re- 
cently in  one  eight  bed  men's  ward  we  had  a 
Treaty  Indian,  two  Canadians,  an  Irishman,  an 
Englishman,  an  American,  a  Norwegian  and  a 
Hungarian  D.P.  One  of  the  Canadian's  Mr.  M.  was 
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a  living  link  with  tlio  days  wlion  the  West  was 
wild  and  woolly.  More  than  60  years  ago  when 
Mr.  M.  was  very  young,  his  parents  came  to  Al- 
berta from  Bruee  County,  Ontario,  and  settled  in 
the  southern  part  of  the  province  near  Leth- 
bridge;  soon  after  their  arrival  they  had  a  new 
baby  daughter  who  was  the  first  white  child  born 
in  licthbridge.  Mr.  M.  remembers  when  train 
loads  of  Nova  Scotia  miners  and  their  families 
were  brought  west  to  work  the  newly-opened 
coal  mines.  The  accommodation  provided  for  these 
new  settlers  was  more  fort-like  tlian  town-like 
with  large  detachments  of  Mounted  Police  to 
guard  against  spasmodic  attacks  of  marauding 
Indians  as  well  as  against  outlaws  from  south  of 
the  border.  Coal  was  transported  from  the  mines 
to  the  railroad  by  oxen  train.  The  train  covered 
about  eighteen  miles  a  day  with  each  team  pull- 
ing about  three  tons  of  coal. 

1890 — ^Oxen  trains  and  eighteen  miles  a  day. 

1950 — Networks  of  trains,  trucks,  busses  and 
aircraft  eovering  hundreds  and  thousands  of  miles 
a  day.  What  eontrast  in  the  March  of  Time. 

At  Long  Last — Capitulation 

A  few  years  ago  the  Edson  Edits  featured  the 
story  of  Growling  Feather,  a  Chippewa  Indian 
belonging  to  a  renegade  band  who  had  refused 
Treaty  and  who  lived  a  nomadic  existence  wan- 
dering from  place  to  place,  clinging  to  old  tribal 
customs  and  Avanting  no  traffic  with  the  white 
man.  Last  week  we  read  in  the  daily  paper  the 
story  of  the  tribe's  capitulation  to  Treaty.  The 
decision,  apparently,  was  reached  only  after  long 
negotiations.  The  story  is  that  the  old  chief,  whose 
name  O'Chiese  is  strongly  reminiscent  of  the 
Irish  and  the  Italian,  when  dying  made  his  people 
promise  that  they  would  never  make  any  agree- 
ment with  the  white  man.  Many  years  have  elaps- 
ed since  Chief  O'Chiese's  death  but  his  people 
must  have  had  weighty  reasons  for  breaking  their 
word.  Whatever  the  reasons  governing  their  de- 
cision, another  milestone  in  Canadian  history  has 
been  reaehed  with  the  change  in  their  status.  One 
knows  that  the  change  will  benefit  these  Chip- 
pewas,  materially,  physically  and,  we  hope,  spiri- 
tually. But  it  is  a  little  sad  to  see  this  remnant 
of  the  once  proud  and  mighty  tribes  who  ruled 
and  roamed  the  vast  prairies  and  the  mountain- 
ous regions  of  the  West  bow  their  heads  at  last 
to  the  white  man,  however  benevolent  he  may  be. 

We  have  come  to  the  end  of  our  jottings. 
Thank  you  for  reading  them.  May  the  patron 
saints  of  the  Missions  intercede  for  you.  May  the 
Heavenly  Father  of  missionaries  bless  you  with 
His  gracious  love. 
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Communion  Breakfast 


Latvians   AMio   Attended   Communion   Breakfast  at 
Edmonton  Residential  Club 

On  Sunday,  May  14th,  a  Communion  Break- 
fast was  arranged  at  the  S.O.S.  Residential  Club 
in  Edmonton  for  the  Latvian  people  now  resi- 
dent in  the  city.  Archbishop  Macdonald  offered 
Mass  and  spoke  briefly  to  those  present,  wel- 
coming them  to  Canada  and  assuring  them  of 
our  interest  in  their  welfare. 

Among  the  guests  was  Dr.  A.  Gipters  who  was 
the  moving  spirit  in  contacting  her  countrymen. 
For  ten  years  she  was  a  successful  dentist  in 
Latvia,  prior  to  the  German  invasion.  She  man- 
aged to  reach  Canada,  and  is  now  attending  Uni- 
versity for  the  privilege  of  practising  her  chosen 
profession  in  this  beloved  land  of  her  adoption. 

The  people  from  the  Baltic  States  living  in 
Edmonton- — Latvian,  Lithuainian  and  Esthonian 
— have  formed  an  ethnic  group,  so  that  they  may 
keep  in  contact  and  as  they  learn  the  English 
language,  help  each  other  to  become  good  citizens. 
These  people  have  solid  virtue  and  social  culture, 
together  with  courage,  iversatility,  adaptability 
and  a  light-heartedness  tnily  admirable. 


Always,  my  beloved  brethren,  have  a  holy  joy 
in  God,  both  interior  and  exterior.  If  the  servant 
of  God  endeavours  to  have  and  to  keep  spiritual 
joy,  which  .springs  from  a  pure  heart,  and  is  ac- 
quired by  devout  prayer,  then  the  devils  cannot 
harm  him ;  they  are  forced  to  say :  ' '  Since  this 
servant  of  God  rejoices  alike  in  tribulation  and 
prosperity,  we  cannot  find  ,^an  entrance  into  his 
heart,  and  are  unable  to  injure  him." 

St.  Francis  of  Assisi 
J  CRADLE  IF  WE  WTLli  BUT  REST  THEREIN. 
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Mission  Memories 

BY  AN  S.O.S.  VETERAN  MISSIONARY 


LISTENING  IN 

ONE  brifjflit.  .sunny  forenoon  a  few  years  ago, 
I  was  coining  home  on  tlie  traincar  from 
visiting  the  "siek-poor".  The  car  was  full  of 
people,  mostly  women,  who  had  been  to  market 
or  shopping  and  were  getting  home  in  time  to 
prepare  lunch.  I  had  settled  down  in  my  seat  with 
my  hand  in  my  pocket,  getting  in  an  extra  rosary, 
when  the  carrying  tones  of  two  women  in  the 
seat  behind  me  caught  my  attention. 

They  were  talking  about  a  certain  nursing 
home.  Suddenly  I  remembered  that  I  knew  that 
place  very  well.  Had  I  not  instructed  the  Prot- 
estant Matron  by  telephone,  how  to  baptize  a 
dying  infant,  in  case  th-e  priest  could  not  arrive 
in  time. 

The  ladies  back  of  me  continued  the  conver- 
sation. One  told  the  other  all  about  a  friend  of  her 
husband  who  had  married  a  non-Catholic  wife 
outside  the  Church  and  whose  child  had  been 
born  a  few  weeks  preiviously,  at  this  nursing 
home.  As  I  listened,  I  said  to  myself:  "This  is  a 
good  think  to  remember."  So  I  fished  a  stubby 
pencil  from  my  pocket  and  as  the  story  unfolded, 
I  wrote  down  the  names,  addresses  and  other  use- 
ful information  on  my  left  white  cuff. 

When  the  speaker  said  "Good-bye"  to  her 
friend  and  left  the  car,  I  decided  that  as  there 
is  no  time  like  the  present,  and  I  was  on  the  right 
car,  I  would  just  keep  on  going  and  find  out 
where  this  family  with  the  new  baby  lived. 

I  left  the  car  at  Avhat  I  thought  was  the  nearest 
point  to  the  address,  crossed  a  vacant  lot  to  a  row 
of  houses  found  the  number  and  went  in.  It  was 
a  poor,  battered-looking  place,  but  clean.  I  went 
the  length  of  the  first  hall,  then  upstairs.  All  was 
very  quiet — no  sound  of  life.  Then  from  behind 
a  closed  door  I  heard  movements,  so  I  walked  up 
boldly  and  rapped. 

When  a  young  woman  opened  the  door  with  a 
look  of  inquiry  on  her  face,  I  asked  brightly  with 
a  smile:  "Where  would  I  find  Mrs.  so-and-so, 
please?"  She  directed  me  to  the  "basement 
front"  and  stepped  out  after  me  to  have  a  good 
look  at  my  retreating  back. 

On  comi]ig  in,  I  had  not  noticed  that  the  door 
with  a  glass  panel  led  to  the  basement.  I  de- 
scended and  found  a  walking  child  rocking  an 
empty  baby  carriage  back  and  forth,  down  at 
the  end  of  the  hall.  I  spoke  to  the  child  to  make  my 
presence  known,  then  turned  in  at  an  open  door. 

A  pale,  slender,  young  woman  had  just  finished 
the  baby's  wash  and  was  endeavoring  to  hang  as 
much  as  possible  on  a  line  strung  across  the  room. 


If  I  had  been  staging  a  hold-ui),  she  could  not  have 
looked  more  frightened,  when  I  walked  in,  with- 
out invitation  and  greeted  her,  calling  her  by 
name.  In  the  back  of  my  mind  I  beseeched  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  take  over,  and  choose  my  words 
for  me  and  see  that  I  said  them  at  the  proper 
moment.  I  wanted  so  desperately  to  make  friends 
with  this  woman. 

I  spied  the  baby  and  immediately  asked  all 
about  her,  saying  that  she  must  be  about  three 
weeks  old  now,  how  much  had  she  gained  since 
birth,  what  food  formula  was  she  using  for  her, 
and  so  on.  When  we  had  come  almost  face  to  face 
admiring  the  baby,  the  mother  suddenly  asked 
me  to  be  seated. 

I  stayed  an  hour  and  a  half,  that  first  visit.  I 
told  her  who  I  was,  and  with  a  little  help,  she 
gave  me  her  life-story.  I  told  her  why  it  was  quite 
necessary  that  they  have  their  marriage  rectified 
by  a  Catholic  Priest,  and  explained  about  Original 
Sin,  and  Baptism.  Before  I  left,  she  promised  to 
talk  everything  over  with  her  fallen-away  Catho- 
lic husband,  and  I  promised  her  that  the  Sisters 
of  Service  would  help  her  in  every  pos.sible  way. 

We  visited  that  little  home  almost  every  day 
for  a  couple  of  weeks,  taking  in  reading  matter 
and  teaching  her  the  Truths  of  the  Catholic  Faith. 

It  was  a  large  room  with  two  half-windows  on 
one  side,  a  built-in  cupboard,  a  large  bed  and  a 
cot,  a  table,  stove  and  few  chairs,  a  trunk  and  a 
few  boxes.  All  was  neat  and  clean.  They  were 
poor,  but  doing  their  best  to  live  on  his  wages 
and  pay  their  way. 

When  we  were  reasonably  certain  that  they 
were  in  earnest  about  religion,  we  suggested  that 
a  priest  be  called  in,  and  she  agreed ;  so  we  gave 
the  name,  address  and  a  few  facts  to  one  of  the 
priests  and  he  visited  the  home  and  took  over 
the  instructions.  A  few  days  after  the  visit  of  the 
priest,  we  met  the  little  mother  at  the  church 
where  her  two  children  were  baptized. 

Only  a  few  weeks  after  that  event,  we  sent  in 
one  evening  someone  for  a  couple  of  hours  to 
stay  with  the  little  ones,  and  we  all  met  at  church 
for  night  prayers.  When  the  Benediction  was  over 
we  waited  in  our  pews  until  everybody  had  gone 
and  the  sexton  rattled  his  keys  at  us  and  be- 
gan turning  off  the  lights.  My  Sister-Companion, 
the  two  witnesses,  our  young  couple  and  myself, 
all  went  out  the  front  door  of  the  church,  waited 
around  for  a  few  minutes  until  we  saw  a  light  go 
on,  in  the  sacristy;  then  we  wended  our  way 
around  and  went  into  the  church  again  by  the 
sacristy  door. 
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The  lights  went  on  again,  the  little  mother  made 
her  Act  of  Faith,  was  baptized  and  they  were 
married  at  the  Communion  rail  just  in  front  of  the 
high  altar. 

I  was  in  the  first  pew,  a  little  to  the  right.  I 
remember  looking  up  at  the  statues  of  the  Saints 
and  asking  Mary  and  Joseph  to  please  take  a  very 
special  interest  in  this  new  Catholic  family.  I 
prayed  most  fei'vently,  that  this  man  and  woman 
would  root  a  strong,  family  tree  which  would 
grow  tall  and  straight,  into  the  future,  and  be  a 
real  solace  to  the  wounded  Heart  of  Christ  a- 
down  the  years. 

This  family  was  "followed-up"  by  the  Sisters 
for  more  than  a  year ;  they  taught  the  little  mother 
to  sew  and  knit,  and  look  after  her  growing 
family- — and  she  continued  to  be  happy  in  her 
Faith. 


PARISH  VISITING 

As  we  finished  our  spiritual  reading  one  grey, 
sloppy  afternoon  in  February,  the  telephone  rang. 
We  heard  Sister  Superior  say:  "Yes,  Father,  Yes, 
Father,  we  will  attend  to  that  for  you  this  after- 
noon", scribbling  notes  as  she  talked. 

It  was  a  parish  priest  asking  that  a  Sister  visit 
a  top  flat  in  a  poverty-stricken  part  of  the  city, 
and  try  to  find  out  what  was  wrong  there. 

At  Sister  Superior's  request  I  set  out  immedi- 
ately to  make  the  investigation.  I  found  the  num- 
ber without  difficulty  and  started  up  one  of 
those  long  flights  of  stairs  wedged  in  between 
stores  and  warehouses.  The  higher  I  climbed  the 
narrower  the  stairs  seemed  to  grow ;  until  I  ar- 
rived at  what  appeared  to  be  the  final  landing 
with  no  more  stairs  in  sight. 

I  noted  four  doors  with  a  neat  little  number  on 
each,  rapped  on  the  third  and  cautiously  tried 
the  knob.  A  quavering  old  voice  called,  "Come 
in,"  so  I  stepped  into  the  presence  of  a  middle- 
aged  woman  and  a  little  boy  of  about  five. 

It  was  a  comfortably  furnished  living  room 
with  a  large  front  window  looking  intimately  into 
the  windows  just  opposite,  and  down  through  a 
maze  of  electric  and  telephone  wires  to  the  traf- 
fic on  the  street  below.  There  was  a  dusty,  un- 
kept,  listless  air  about  the  place  as  though  the 
woman  was  not  able  to  do  the  work  or  didn'tl 
care.  Three  unwashed  glasses,  two  on  the  mantle- 
piece  and  one  on  the  arm  of  a  chair,  gave  the 
impression  that  there  had  been  company. 

The  woman,  recognizing  my  habit,  called  me 
"one  of  those  grey  Sisters,"  and  motioned  me  to  a 
chair  near  her.  I  told  her  that  I  was  in  the  vicinity 
and  had  called  to  see  if  she  were  well,  or  if  there 
was  anything  we  could  do  for  her.  I  mentioned 
that  the  stairs  were  a  heart-breaking  climb,  even 
for  a  person  in  good  health.  At  that  she  began 
an  accovmt  of  her  operations  and  illnesses  of  the 
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past  twenty  years,  gently  holding  onto  the  little 
boy  all  the  while. 

The  child  was  very  pale,  with  a  Aveak,  "boiled- 
onion"  look  about  his  blue  eyes.  I  thought  he  must 
be  subnormal  or  perhaps  an  imbecile ;  but  he 
raised  his  poor  little  face  to  me  with  quite  an  in- 
telligent question,  so  I  put  that  idea  out  of  mind. 

As  the  conversation  went  on,  I  learned  that  the 
woman  had  not  been  to  the  sacraments  or  Mass 
for  a  long  time,  hadn't  been  well  enough  to  cook 
a  proper  meal,  too  tired  and  dizzy.  I  asked  if  she 
had  food  in  the  house,  if  I  could  make  her  some 
tea  and  toast;  but  she  would  not  hear  of  it,  and 
she  said  she  had  food  enough. 

I  moved  around  the  room,  looking  at  the  pic- 
tures and  out  the  window.  Suddenly,  I  made  up 
my  mind  that  someone  was  in  the  next  room, 
although,  the  woman  had  told  me  that  she  lived 
alone  with  the  boy.  As  I  passed  the  door  I  gave 
it  a  gentle  push  and  it  opened  about  a  foot  or  so. 
I  turned  to  the  woman  who  was  gazing  dreamily 
out  the  window  to  suggest  that  she  should,  rent 
a  room,  when  she  suddenly  grasped  my  arm  and 
pulled  me  to  the  window. 

"Look,  look!"  she  exclaimed,  "Look  at  the 
music  in  the  air,"  with  that  she  began  beating 
time. 

AVitli  a  chill  down  my  back,  I  bent  over  and 
looked.  "Don't  you  see  itf  she  asked,  in  a  wrapt, 
listening  attitude. 

"Sorry,"  I  answered,  "I  am  not  a  bit  musical," 
as  I  looked  again.  All  I  could  see  that  might  have 
suggested  music,  were  hundreds  of  snowbirds, 
sitting  in  roAvs  on  the  telephone  wires. 

I  went  straight  over  to  the  open  door  and 
looked  into — a  dining  room.  The  child  must  have 
Lad  lunch  there,  as  the  plate  and  mug  still  sat  on 
the  piece  of  newspaper  used  as  a  doily  at  the  end 
of  the  oak  table. 

"Oh",  I  said  as  I  noticed  the  occupant  of  the 
room.  "What  a  lively  bird  you  have!"  A  large 
parrot  was  working  hard  on  his  tough  wooden 
cage  and  had  already  quite  a  pile  of  splinters  and 
sawdust  on  the  floor.  As  I  stood  gazing  at  him, 
he  Avorked  savagely  Avith  claAv  and  beak,  for  a  feAy 
seconds ;  then  stood  up,  looked  me  over,  first  Avith 
one  eye  and  then  the  other;  then  bent  OA'er  and 
started  ripping  the  Avood  again. 

Finally,  he  stood  up  tall  and  straight,  took  a 
firm  hold  on  the  board  Avith  his  claw  and  scream- 
ed at  me;  "Well,  Avhat  are  you  Avaiting  for?  Why 
in  —1  don't  you  take  out  the  cork? 

It  Avas  so  shockingly  human  that'  I  almost  gasp- 
ed, "Oh,  pardon  me !"  as  I  backed  out  of  the  room. 

After  that  broad  hint,  everything  Avas  clear  to 
me— the  sick  child  the  unkept  flat,  the  glasses  on 
the  mantle  piece,  even  the  music  in  the  air! 

I  prepared  to  leave,  offering  again  to  make  the 
tea,  and  again  receiving  a  refusal.  She  asked  me 
to  promise  that  1  would  come  again.  I  told  her 
that  I,  or  someone  else  AA^ould  be  in  tomorroAV, 

;r,  one  undarned  thing  after  another. 
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perhaps.  With  that  T  made  my  way  down  the 
many  turns  of  stairs  until  I  came  again  into 
daylight  and  fresh  air. 

We  telephoned  the  priest  that  evening  and 
gave  him  the  story.  "O.K.  Sister,"  he  said,  "I'll 
have  someone  go  in  on  that  tomorrow  morning. 
Thanks  a  lot.  Good-night." 

The  outcome  was  that  the  child  was  placed  by 
the  Children's  Aid  and  the  woman  taken  to  hos- 
pital for  a  general  check-up.  She  and  the  child 
had  eaten  too  little  and  drank  too  much.  I  never 
saw  the  poor  soul  again,  but  I  heard  from  the 
Sisters  who  visited  the  wards  that  she  had  made 
lier  peace  with  God  and  was  off  to  a  new  start. 
An  organization  interested  in  people  like  her,  had 
taken  over. 


SOMEBODY'S  MOTHER 

Lunch  was  over  and  things  had  quieted  down 
a  while  that  Sunday  afternoon  before  the  influx 
of  boy  friends  and  visitors. 

Miss  Brown,  the  lady  who  volunteers  to  help 
in  the  outer  office  some  days,  was  just  sipping 
an  early  afternoon  cup  of  tea  when  the  doorbell 
rang.  Hundreds  of  feet  trip  in  and  out  of  our 
main  entrance  and  the  doorbell  never  rings,  so 
when  it  does  ring,  it  means  that  a  stranger  seeks 
admittance. 

Miss  Brown  answered  the  doorbell  and  was  met 
by  two  women, — an  old  lady  resting  on  the  arm 
of  a  younger  woman.  The  younger  spoke. 

"Will  you  kindly  tell  the  Sisters  that  this  poor 
old  lady  was  found  lost  on  the  street  and  does 
not  remember  where  she  lives.  I  brought  her  here, 
thinking  that  the  Sisters  would  know  what  to 
do  for  her."  With  that,  she  departed. 

Miss  Brown  brought  the  old  lady  in,  and 
called  Sister  Superior. 

The  poor  old  soul  had  gone  to  Mass  and  Holy 
Communion  that  morning  and  on  leaving  the 
church,  took  a  wrong  turn  and  after  walking 
awhile  found  herself  on  unfamiliar  streets,  and 
had  wandered  about  for  hours,  fasting. 

She  was  somebody's  mother  who  had  come  to 
Montreal  from  Ontario  to  attend  a  special  novena 
going  on  at  the  F'ranciscan  Church,  and  was 
living  in  a  room  among  strangers. 

The  first  thing  we  did  was  to  prepare  a  tea 
tray.  The  poor  dear  was  so  bewildered  and  fright- 
ened that  she  had  forgotten  all  about  hunger, 
but  was  nearly  faint  with  exhaustion. 

After  lunch  and  a  little  rest,  we  proceeded  to 
help  the  old  lady  look  through  her  handbag 
for  some  clue  to  the  missing  hou.se  number.  We 
found  only  the  name  and  address  of  a  mai'ried 
daughter  living  in  Ontario  about  three  hours 
run  from  Montreal.  We  decided  to  telephone 
long  distance  and  let  the  old  lady  talk  to  some- 
one she  knew. 


It  took  a  little  time  to  make  the  connections, 
but  finally  we  got  through  to  the  daughter. 
We  let  the  old  mother  talk  for  a  few  minutes  and 
ask  about  everybody,  then  Sister  spoke  in  on  the 
line  and  asked  the  daughter  if  she  could  give  us 
her  mother's  Montreal  address  as  she  was  ma- 
rooned at  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  could  not 
remember  where  she  lived. 

All  ended  happily.  The  rooming  house  was  on 
our  street  but  a  few  blocks  west.  The  old  lady 
was  ever  so  grateful  for  the  chat  with  her 
daughter  and  the  help  we  had  given  her.  We 
gave  her  a  copy  of  the  "Field  at  Home"  as  a 
souvenir  and  had  one  of  the  girls  in  the  house 
take  her  back  to  her  room. 

A  judge,  in  an  eastern  city,  once  ga;ve  a  defi- 
nition of  a  Sisters  of  Service  Residence — "a  clear- 
ing house  for  other  peoples'  troubles."  Thanks 
be  to  God,  it  is  sometimes  true,  in  a  small  way. 


A  WANDERING  BOY 

Sister  was  returning  from  an  "all's  Avell"  tour 
of  the  west  wing  of  the  house,  and  as  she  passed 
through  the  girls'  dining  room,  the  bright  sun- 
light splashed  great,  long,  golden  windows  on 
the  floor  of  the  reception  room,  making  the  front 
hall  seem  darker  than  usual,  but  a  general  at- 
mosphere of  peace  prevailed. 

Two  Masses  had  been  offered  in  the  chapel  that 
morning,  the  first  at  6  :30  which  was  attended  by 
the  Sisters,  the  staff  and  those  going  to  work  or 
having  early  engagements;  then  the  first  break- 
fasts ;  at  eight  o'clock  the  waking  bell ;  at  8 :30 
one  long  ring  on  the  buzzr  to  notify  those  wait- 
ing that  the  priest  had  arrived  for  confessions; 
then  the  second  Mass  at  nine,  followed  by  break- 
fast at  ten. 

The  violin  and  piano  concert  which  iisually  took 
plaee  around  the  piano  immediately  after  break- 
fast Sunday  mornings,  was  over  and  the  singers 
and  musicians  retired  to  their  rooms  or  enjoy- 
ing the  sun  on  the  back  lawn.  The  late-sleepers 
had  gone  out  to  the  Eleven,  at  the  parish  ehxirch 
and  the  Sisters  not  on  duty  couHd  be  found  in  the 
chapel  on  their  knees  in  silent  prayer  after  a  very 
active  morning. 

As  Sister  eircled  aroundi  towards  the  main 
entrance,  the  door  of  the  smoking-room  off  the 
front  hall  made  a  quick,  sly  movement  as  if  to 
close,  opened  again  about  a  foot.  Sister  stepped 
over  and  pushed  the  door  ajar,  to  be  confronted 
by  a  tall,  slim  boy  with  face,  hands  and  clothing 
as  black  as  though  he  had  spent  the  night  in 
a  coal  bin. 

He  introduced  himself :  "I'm  that  young  fella 
that  stayed  here  with  my  mother  one  time  Avhen 
we  came  to  see  a  specialist,  when  I  was  a  kid." 


NO  TWO  PEOPLE  ARE  AMKE  AND  BOTH  ARE  GLAD  OF  IT. 
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Further  questioning  revealed  that  he  had  tried 
to  get  into  the  services,  but  after  two  weeks  in 
Halifax  he  was  discovered  in  a  fit  and  discharged. 
After  that  he  had  lost  one  job  after  another  be- 
cause of  the  fits. 

The  boy  was  thoroughly  disheartened.  He  had 
heard  of  the  cures  being  wrought  at  the  Shrine 
on  Mt.  Royal  and  decided  that  if  he  could  get 
to  the  Shrine  of  St.  Joseph  and  make  the  "holy 
stairs"  on  his  knees,  maylje  the  Lord  would  grant 
him  a  cure ;  it  was  worth  trying. 

He  had  no  money  and  no  job,  so  he  hid  him- 
self on  a  westbound  train.  Of  course  the  train- 
men found  him,  but  no  father  of  a  boy  on  the 
C.N.R.  could  look  at  that  tall,  pale,  streak  of 
misery,  hear  his  story  and  haw^e  the  heart  to 
throw  him  off  the  train,  so  he  landed  in  Mon- 
treal. They  must  have  let  him  fire  the  engine — 
he  was  so  dirty. 

Sister  led  the  boy  to  a  bathroom  on  the  main 
floor,  gave  him  towels,  soap  and  brush  and  told 
him  to  make  a  good  clean-up  job  on  himself  while 
she  looked  about  for  something  clean  in  the  way 
of  clothing. 

Two  girls  who  hailed  from  the  same  province 
as  he  were  summoned  to  the  Superior's  office 
and  given  charge  of  the  boy. 

Clad  in  a  girl's  shirt-blouse,  trousers  and 
sweater  from  the  "poor  box"  the  boy  emerged 
from  his  bath,  clean  and  neat,  but  too  shy  to  face 
the  inquiring  glances  of  half  a  hundred  girls, 
so  he  was  given  his  meal  on  a  tray. 

Although  washing  and  ironing  is  not  allowed 
in  our  house  on  Sunday,  there  is  sometimes  the 
exception.  The  two  girls,  under  the  direction  of 
a  Sister,  locked  themselves  in  the  laundry  and 


scrubbed  and  pressed  the  boy's  clothes,  and  by 
mid-afternoon  we  had  him  feeling  at  home  in  his 
own  trousers. 

The  Sisters  had  a  round  table  conference  as  to 
what  would  be  the  Lord's  Will  with  regard  to 
this  boy  in  a  house  full  of  girls.  It  was  decided 
that  he  should  make  a  proper  pilgrimage,  now 
that  he  was  here. 

That  afternoon  the  girls  took  the  boy  with  them 
up  to  the  Shrine  with  the  intention  of  being 
present  for  Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment. When  he  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  long 
steps  leading  up  to  the  Oratory,  he  started  up  on 
his  knees,  step  by  step,  with  his  beads  in  his  hand, 
oblivious  of  the  crowds  going  up  and  down  around 
him.  The  girls  walked  to  the  top  and  sat  down 
on  a  seat  and  waited  for  him.  Time  passed.  When 
he  finally  made  the  last  step  and  they  entered 
church  Benediction  was  over. 

Anyway,  they  made  a  visit  to  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, prayed  at  Brother  Andre's  tomb,  saw  every- 
thing there  Avas  to  see  and  then  came  back  to  the 
Club. 

The  Sisters  arranged  a  temporary  bed  for  the 
boy  for  the  night,  in  an  unfrequented  corner  of 
the  house,  and  on  Monday  morning  one  of  the 
girls  stayed  away  from  work  and  went  with  him 
up  to  the  Shrine  where  he  went  to  confession. 
Mass  and  Holy  Communion. 

The  family  Avas  notified  and  later  that  day  the 
boy  was  put  aboard  a  home  bound  train  Avith  a 
big  lunch,  something  to  read,  a  raihvay  ticket  and 
a  little  money  in  his  pocket. 

Strange  to  say,  Ave  never  heard  from  him,  but 
boys  aren't  given  to  letter-writing,  especially  to 
Sisters. 


Confirmation  on  Isle  of  the  Martyrs 

On  Wednesday,  May  24th,  His  Excellency 
Bishop  Webster  confirmed  a  class  of  29  at 
Christian  Island.  These  children  had  been  pre- 
pared for  the  reception  of  this  great  Sacrament 
by  the  Sisters  of  Service  Avho  are  in  charge  of 
the  Roman  Catholic  Indian  School  oji  the  Island. 
A  number  of  the  little  ones  confirmed  had  re- 
ceived their  First  Holy  Communion  the  previous 
SundaA'. 


Coiifiniiation  Class,  Christian  Island 
GOD  PARDONS  LIKE  A  MXyrHER  WHO  KISSES  THE  OFFENCE  INTO  EVERLASTING  FORGETFULNBSS. 
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Rycroft  Ripples 


WHEN  THEY  LEAVE  ST.  MICHAEL'S 

"  and  Sister,  I'll  bo  in  to  see  you  wlicn  1 

come  home  again."  We  hoar  this  often — and  they 
always  eonio,  these  foi-mer  students  of  ours.  It 
seems  incredible  that  we  could  have  made  so  many 
friends  in  such  a  few  years  but  it  is  an  undeniable 
fact— they  stroll  into  St.  Michael's  any  time  at 
all  and  nuike  themselves  entirely  at  home,  stay 
for  a  meal,  sit  in  the  study  hall  as  if  they  still  lived 
here,  come  to  Benediction,  serve  Mass  if  it  happens 
to  be  a  Sunday  mornin<'-,  or  "listen  in"  on  a  scold- 
ing given  by  Sister  Superior  and  say,  with  a  grin, 
"O.K.  Sister."  They  are  now  in  many  and  varied 
walks  of  life,  these  boys  and  girls  of  ours,  some 
are  teachers,  some  business  girls,  one  is  a  student 
in  engineering  at  the  University  of  Alberta,  an- 
other is  planning  to  study  medicine  and  some 
are  in  that  most  important  work  of  farming.  Pic- 
tured here  is  our  first  boarder  at  St.  Michael's. 
Paul  came  in  1!)44  and  remained  with  us  for  five 
years.  By  now,  he  is  a  graduate  from  the  Rycroft 
Rural  High  School  and  from  the  Agricultural 
College  at  Vermilion,  Alberta.  Despite  his  years, 
which  are  20,  and  his  height,  which  is  6  feet,  he 
still  deems  it  a  privilege  to  serve  Mass  in  his 
parish  church  here  in  Rycroft.  Paul  was  one  of  the 
first  altar  boys  trained  by  the  Sisters  at  Michael's 
and  the  following  verses,  written  just  before  he 
left  us,  show  how  deep  was  his  appreciation : 

To  The  Sisters  at  St.  Michael's— 1944-1949 

Since  I  came  here  in  '44 

My  gratitude  I  give  for  what  you  did 

To  make  me  what  I  am  today: 

A  humble  altar  boy. 

To  see  me  in  the  streets  people  think 

I'm  but  a  carefree  scamp — 

But  that's  downtown. 

When  we're  in  church  and  I  am  garbed  in  black  and 
white. 

To  serve  His  Mass  and  meet  Him  'neath  the  veil 
Of  the  white  Host 

Ah!  then  I  doff  the  mask  life  forces  on  us  all 
And  lift  my  face  to  Him  and  say, 
"Lord,    here's   your   altar   boy — 
This  is  my  only  boast." 

That's  what  you  made  of  me — an  altar  'boy; 

I'm  glad  I  learned  the  priceless  things  you  taught — 

To  know  and  love  and  serve  the  Lord, 

To  worship  Him  in  every  act  and  thought. 

And  now — ^I  leave  St.  Michael's  house 

And  this  my  prayer, 

"Dear  God,  look  not  upon  my  frailty 

But  take  my  band  and  help  me  lead 

My  fellow  men  to  Thee." 


CONFIRMATION  IN  RYCROFT 

On  tiie  first  Sunday  in  May  we  wore  privileged 
to  have  our  beloved  Bishop  in  Rycroft  for  Con- 
firmation. His  Bxcclleney  Bishop  Routhier  con- 
firmed a  large  class  of  children  and  adults,  several 
of  them  converts.  Confirmation  took  plaice  after 
the  10:;W  Mass  and  closed  with  a  sermon  preached 
by  His  Excellency  followed  by  Benediction  of  the 
Mont  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Only  those  who  are  on  the  scene  of  action  can 
adequately  appreciate  the  heroic  and  strenuous 
program  that  is  being  carried  out  by  Bishop 
Routhier  in  this  Vicariate.  His  Excellency's  zeal- 
ous and  inspiring  leadership  is  particularly  evi- 
dent in  the  fields  of  education  and  Catholic 
Action ;  not  less  remarkable  is  his  fatherly  kind- 
ness for  even  the  least  of  his  flock,  as  can  be  seen 
from  the  following  ([notation  taken  from  "La 
Voix  du  Vicariat  de  Grouard",  the  official  paper 
of  the  Vicariate. 


Paul  —  First  Boarder  at  St.  Michael's  and  Now  an 
Agricultiii-al  College  Graduate 
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Rycrolt  (Jonfiniiatiun  Class  With  Bishop  Kouthier 

Rycroft  Student  Is  Medal  Winner 

At  a  concert  and  dance  sponsored  by  Grades 
VII  and  VIII  of  the  Rycroft  School,  'Beverley 
]\Iargaret  Potter  was  presented  with  the  Gover- 
nor-General's medal  for  the  highest  marks  ob- 
tained in  the  1949  June  examinations  for  the  two 
divisions,  Spirit  River  and  High  Prairie. 

Mrs.  Hartwell,  principal,  gave  the  presentation 
address.  Beverley  has  attended  R-ycroft  school 
throughout  her  school  career.  She  was  one  of 
four  students  thirteen  years  of  age  who  had  been 
awarded  the  medal  in  the  province. 

Out  of  a  possible  450  marks,  she  obtained 
435,  making  lOO  in  English  and  100  in  mathe- 
matics. Besides  congratulating  Beverley,  Mrs. 
Hartwell  gave  honour  to  Sister  Hudon  who  taught 
Beverley  in  grade  nine. 

Sister  Hudon  was  called  upon  to  present  the 
medal.  Sister  remarked  that  Beverley's  amiable 


disposition,  gentle  manner  and  spirit  of  co-oper- 
ation had  won  the  hearts  of  all. 

Another  medallist  during  the  past  year  was 
Miss  Irene  Didow,  who  won  the  University  of 
Alberta  Silver  Medal  for  the  highest  Provincial 
mark  in  Musical  Theory.  This  was  the  first  medal 
of  the  kind  to  be  won  in  Rycroft.  Miss  Didow  is 
a  piano  pupil  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

The  Primary  Eoom  at  Rycroft 

The  Primary  Class  here  is  a  grade  one  and 
two  class  of  forty  pupils  ranging  in  age  from 
five  to  eight  years.  The  majority  of  the  chil- 
dren are  vanned  in  from  the  surrounding 
district.  Three  vans  service  the  rural  areas  and 
bring  children  a  distance  of  ten  miles. 

As  we  Avelcome  this  muffled  brigade  each  morn- 
ing we  cannot  but  admire  their  cheerfulness  and 
courage.  Not  one  ever  said  he  was  cold  even 
when  we  had  to  thaw  out  frozen  noses  and  cheeks. 
The  temperature  held  at  forty  degrees  and  colder 
for  several  weeks  but  this  didn't  daunt  the  little 
ones.  They  kept  coming  every  day.  One  little  boy 
six  years  old  scoffed  at  all  scarf-wearers  and 
boasted  daily  to  me  of  not  wearing  one.  However, 
one  very  cold  day,  his  mother  got  one  on  him  and 
poor  Don  had  a  terrible  time  trying  to  get  it 
off  without  being  seen.  Nothing  was  said  to  this 
gallant  gentleman  about  the  scarf. 

Needless  to  say  with  such  a  group  to  work 
with,  the  teacher  has  fun.  One  of  our  activities  was 
centered  arovmd  the  "Nursery  Rhyme  Friends." 
Pictures  were  cut  out  and  used  for  decorations 
on  walls  and  blackboards.  One  day  Ave  were  doing 
group  reciting.  The  rhyme  went  like  this: 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


The  Pi'iiiiai-j'  Class,  Rycroft 
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When  Children  Write  to  Their  Bishop 


THE  Sisters  of  Service  Avho  conduct  the  Re- 
ligious CorrespoHclence  School  in  Fargo, 
N.D.,  asked  their  pupils  to  send  Christmas 
Greetings  to  His  Excellency  Bishop  Muench,  who 
has  been  on  special  duty  in  Germany  for  some 
years.  The  response  was  immediate  and  heart- 
ening. The  letters  are  like  open  windows  through 
which  the  Bishop  must  have  glimpsed  with  joy 
the  devotion  of  the  little  ones  of  his  Diocese.  We 
are  pi'inting  a  number  of  these  messages,  feeling 
that  our  readers  Avill  read  with  interest  the  words 
of  greeting  sent  across  the  miles  to  bear  affec- 
tionate good  wishes  to  a  Shepherd  from  the 
lambs  of  his  flock. 


Dear  Bishop  Muench:  I  am  sending  you  this  do- 
nation for  the  poor  little  kids  and  am  glad  that 
I  got  a  chance  to  give  a  donation  to  the  poor  kids. 
I  hope  that  they  get  a  big  share  of  our  spending 
money.  You  know  I  like  my  lessons  by  mail,  other- 
wise I  wouldn't  be  taking  them. 

Your  Excellency:  How  are  things  over  in  Ger- 
many? Lots  of  excitement  I  suppose.  I  am  an  altar 
boy  for  Father  Shannon.  I  get  catechism  from  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  I  have  one  brother,  two  sisters 
at  home,  and  one  nun. 

Your  Excellency:  I  am  sending  this  letter  for  a 
Christmas  gift  from  me.  There  are  six  in  our  family; 
my  father,  mother,  my  brothers  and  my  two  sisters. 
I  like  to  go  to  school  and  I  love  catechism.  Your  work 
in  Germany  is  very,  very  wonderful.  And  I  want  to 
help  you.  That  is  why  I  am  sending  some  of  my 
spending  money  to*  you.  I  wish  you  a  happy  Christ- 
mas. May  God  bless  you  and  the  children  in  Europe. 

Your  Excellency:  I  hope  you  have  a  very  merry 
Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year.  I  will  be  a  good 
boy  and  do  my  lessons  and  go  to  church.  I  will 
always  remember  you  when  I  pray.  I  am  in  the  6th 
grade  and  am  13  years  old. 

Your  Excellency:  The  Sisters  of  Service  told  us  that 
you  were  in  Germany  so  I'll  write  you  a  few  lines 
and  see  how  you  are  getting  along  down  there.  But 
wish  you'd  be  here.  I'll  offer  you  the  prayers  on 
the  bottom  of  this  page.  I  live  on  the  farm  with 
"my  folks  and  I  sure  like  it  on  a  farm.  Bye,  Bishoj). 

Dear  Bishop:  I  am  14  years  old.  I  take  lessons 
from  the  iSisters  of  iStervice.  I  have  taken  the  lessons 
since  I  was  6  years  old.  I  like  to  take  these  lessons 
especially  when  we're  snowbound  and  I  can't  get  to 
church.  I'd  like  to  see  you  in  person.  I  live  on  a 
farm  and  I  have  many  pets  too.  A  very  IMerry 
Christmas. 

Dear  Bishop:  I  am  a  little  girl  8  years  old.  and 
I  am  very  happy  to  write.  I'm  one  of  your  pu.pils.  I 
always  hear  about  you  from  the  kind  Sisters  ot 
Service,  but  I  would  be  so  happy  if  H  could  see  and 
talk  too  you  in  person  just  like  to  Santa  Claus.  But 
working  the  lessons  makes  me  feel  very  near  to  you. 
I  go  to  school  and  I  like  to  go  to  cihurch. 


I  have  just  finished  my  correspondence  lessons 
and  we  were  asked  to  write  to  you.  I  think  your 
work  in  'Germany  is  very  good  and  I  know  the 
people  over  there  are  thankful  that  you  bring  them 
so  much  help  and  courage.  Our  priest  tells  us  often 
about  the  work  you  do  over  there.  We  think  it's 
wonderful. 

Your  Excellency:  This  letter  is  for  you  with  very 
sincere  Christmas^  wishes.  This  Cathechism  by  Mail 
is  very  nice  for  all  Catholic  boys  and  girls  and  it 
also  teaches  us  very  much  about  Christ  our  King 
in  Heaven,  and  how  we  should  follow  the  rules  of 
His  Church.  Your  Excellency  is  doing  a  very  good 
deed  in  Germany.  May  God  bless  you. 

"I  am  eleven  years  old  and  I  am  in  the  sixth 
grade.  We  had  a  mission  for  a  week.  I  went  all 
the  time.  Once  in  my  life  I  received  Communion 
every  morning  for  four  times  in  a  row." 

Dear  Bishop:  I  am  ten  years  old  and  I  am  in 
the  sixth  grade.  There  are  9  people  in  our  family 
but  only  7  are  children.  We  had  a  new  priest  today 
because  Father  went  away.  I  wish  you  a  very  merry 
Christmas  and  a  happy  New  Year. 

".  .  .  Well,  pa  got  finished  selling  the  cattle  to  get 
us  through  the  winter.  My  brother  and  I  always  go 
out  hunting  but  our  luck  isn't  too  good.  We  didn't 
get  anything  yet.  The  parish  house  isn't  coming  along 
so  good.  It's  such  a  big  house.  Tomorrow  is  another 
day  at  school  so  I  guess  that  is  all.  May  your  work 
be  successful  and  God  bless  you." 

Your  Excellency:  I  don't  suppose  you  can  hunt 
down  there  is  Germany.  But  we  have  been  doing  a 
lot  of  it  here.  We  are  going  tO'  have  Confirmation 
this  year  and  I  wish  you  could  be  here  to  confirm  us. 

Dear  loving  Bishop  Muench:  I  hope  you  will  come 
over  to  America  again.  But  I  won't  feel  your  hand 
on  my  head,  because  now  I  have  been  confirmed. 
My  hobby  is  collecting  small  articles  like  pencils, 
crosses  from  Rosaries,  etc.  I  would  like  to  share  my 
'presents  with  the  needy  children  in  Europe. 

Dearly  beloved  Bishop:  I  want  to  let  you  know 
that  I  am  taking  catechism  lessons  through  the  mail 
from  the  Sisters.  I've  got  some  cousins  in  Europe 
that  were  displaced.  I  wonder  if  you've  seen  them 
already.  Their  names  are  .  .  .  We  made  out  some 
papers  and  want  them  to  come  over  to  America. 

Your  Excellency:  I  hope  you  can  come  back  to  the 
United  States  pretty  soon.  I  am  feeling  fine.  I  was 
confirmed  at  iSit.  Philip  Neri's  church,  Napoleon,  by 
the  Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Fargo,  Leo  F.  Dworschak. 
I  hope  to  go  to  the  Assumption  Abbey  High  School 
next  year. 

Dear  Bishop:  I  am  jmst  doing  my  first  lesson  in 
the  'Sister's  school  as  I  was  just  sevn  years  old 
in  October,  but  I  say  my  prayers  morning  and  even- 
ing and  will  say  them  for  you  and  the  poor  hungry 
kids  over  there. 

Dearly  beloved  Bi-shop:  How  do  you  like  it  in  Ger- 
many? We  have  a  Catholic  teacher  in  school.  I  go  to 
a  country  school.  I  like  my  catechism  lessons  very 
much.  I'd  like  to  become  a  nun  if  I  could.  I  always 
pray  to  the  Holy  Family  that  I  may  become  a  nun. 


WHAT  IS  IT  TO  BE  A  SAINT?  IT  IS  SlMiPLY  TO  LET  JESUS  LIVE  IN  YOU. 
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News  Items  from  No.  4  Wellesley 


«;ii  l,s  Ulio  Made  tlie  "Day  of  Recollection"  at  No.  4  Wellesley 


AMONG  tho  days  of  oaoli  year,  days  of  leisure 
and  days  of  activity  iiuii-k  off  time  in  each 
life,  and  here  and  there  are  days  of  special 
significance  that  make  paragraphs  in  memory's 
notebook. 

Some  of  these  daj^s  at  No.  4  Wellesley — the 
S.O.S.  Residential  Club  in  Toronto,  we  think  will 
be  of  interest  to  our  readers. 

Day  of  Recollection 

On  the  First  Sunday  of  March  the  Club  mem- 
bers spent  the  day  in  "recollection,"  under  the 
guidance  of  Rev.  Father  Pape,  O.S.A.,  superior 
Marylake  Retreat.  Holy  Mass  was  offered  in  the 
Mother  House  chapel  and  the  conferences  were 
preached  there  also.  The  day  passed  very  quickly 
amid  graces  that  were  a  source  of  untold  joy  to 
the  Retreatants. 

Communion  Breakfasts 

Reverend  Father  Mc'Goey,  S.F.M.,  was  the  guest 
speaker   at    the    April    Coniinunion  Breakfast. 


Father  gave  the  girls  a  vivid  description  of  his 
woi-k  in  China  and  of  tiie  escape  of  the  Fathers 
from  the  Japanese  at  the  time  of  the  invasion.  He 
also  explained  the  Fall  of  China  to  the  Com- 
numists  and  the  suffering  of  the  people  under  the 
domination  of  the  Russians. 

The  tables  in  the  Reception  Room  were  decor- 
ated in  pastel  green  and  white;  while  candles  and 
flowers  lent  beauty  and  fragrance  to  the  occasion. 

The  Communion  Breakfast  in  May  was  also 
well  attended.  On  this  day  the  tables  were  decor- 
ated in  blue  and  white  in  lionour  of 'Our  Blessed 
Mother.  The  guest  speaker,  Dr.  J.  M.  Bennett, 
M.A.,  Ph.D.,  Inspector  of  Separate  Schools  in  To- 
ronto, addressed  the  Club  on  the  various  ap- 
paritions of  Our  Lady.  It  was  thought-provoking 
to  realize  how  often  the  Queen  of  the  Rosary  has 
come  to  plead  with  her  children  to  turn  to  penance 
and  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary  for  the  salvation 
of  the  Avorld. 


TlfHRK  IS  NO  HVVH  THIN«  AS  A  VVlCI-T.-R.^liANOED  MND  WITHOUT  A  SRNSR  OP  HlTMOirR. 
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Spring  Bride 

The  Spring  always  means  weddings.  Inez 
Woodworth  was  only  with  us  for  a  short  time, 
but  had  endeared  herself  to  the  Club  members,  so 
when  her  wedding  date  was  announced  a  surprise 
shower  was  planned.  Many  lovely  gifts  were  of- 
fered to  the  happy  bride-to-be,  games  were  played 
and  luncheon  served.  It  was  a  very  successful  sur- 
prise party. 

In  Praise  of  Mary 

The  Procession  in  honour  of  Our  Immaculate 
Mother,  followed  by  her  Crowning  as  "Queen  of 
the  Angels  and  Queen  of  the  May"  took  place  on 
the  last  Sunday  of  May.  Although  the  weather 
was  cloudy,  all  went  well  as  the  members  gathered 
for  the  annual  act  of  homage  to  Our  Lady.  The 
beautiful  new  banner  and  ribbons  were  carried 
by  members  in  formal  dress  while  the  children  of 
former  Club  members  (who  now  form  the  "Ma- 
donna Club")  followed  in  lovely  white  dresses  and 
veils,  each  bearing  a  basket  of  pretty  flowers. 
Leaving  the  house,  the  procession  paused  for  a 
visit  to  the  out-door  Shrine  of  Our  Lady  and  then 
proceeded  around  the  Mother  House  property  to 
the  chapel.  There  Reverend  Father  G.  Daly, 
C.Ss.R.,  addressed  the  devotees  of  our  dear  mother 
on  the  importance  of  true  devotion  to  her.  Father 
remarked  that  these  days  of  "The  Crowning"  had 
always  thrilled  his  heart  down  through  the  last 
twenty-five  years,  and  that  the  ceremony  of 
crowning  our  Blessed  Mother  was  ratified  that 
same  moment  in  Heaven.  It  was  a  joy  to  Father, 
also,  to  see  present  the  lovely  children  of  girls 
whom  the  Sisters  had  welcomed  to  Canada 
through  the  years.  Following  Benediction,  the  pro- 
cession reformed  and  going  back  to  the  Shrine 
placed  the  baskets  of  flowers  at  the  feet  of  Our 
Lady's  statue. 

All  who  took  part  in  the  procession  remained  to 
dinner.  Tables  were  set  in  the  reception  room  for 


Little  Ones  "Who  Took  Part  In  the  May  Procession — 
t'hihlren  of  "Our  Girls"  Who  Came  to  Oivnada 
Years  Ago 


the  children,  while  young  and  old  Members  en- 
joyed themselves  in  the  dining  room. 

Silver  Tea 

The  "Silver  Tea"  held  usually  on  Mother's  Day 
was  transferred  this  year  to  the  first  Sunday  in 
June.  The  day  was  beautiful  and  the  table,  with 
central  decoration  of  spring  flowers,  was  presided 
over  by  members  of  the  Madonna  Club.  Many 
friends  of  past  years  visited  us,  as  well  as  more 
recent  acquaintances.  We  are  grateful  to  all  who 
helped  make  this  Tea  a  success. 

Our  Lady  of  Grace  Pilgrimage 

Our  pilgrimage  to  Our  Lady  of  Grace  Shrine  at 
Marylake  afforded  food  for  thought  and  talk  for 
some  time.  Sunday,  June  11th,  found  us  leaving 
the  Club  by  bus  at  10.30  in  happy  anticipation. 
This  pilgrimage  was  even  a  greater  success  than 
in  past  years  as  more  of  the  members  had  heard 
of  the  happiness  of  such  a  pilgrimage  and  eagerly 
reserved  seats  in  the  busses.  We  were  met  at  the 
entrance  to  the  grounds  and  escorted  by  priests 
and  acolytes  to  the  Chapel  and  Shrine  where  the 
prayers  of  arrival  were  said  and  our  greetings 
paid  to  Our  Lady  of  Grace.  Numerous  were  the 
petitions  placed  at  her  shrine.  Devotions  were  in- 
termixed with  pleasure  and  all  too  soon  it  was 
time  to  gather  in  the  chapel  for  farewell  to  Our 
Blessed  Mother.  Each  year  the  number  of  girls 
making  this  pilgrimage  increases  and  next  year, 
according  to  the  happy  remarks  made,  it  will  be 
bigger  than  ever. 

Were  space  available,  there  are  many  other 
things  that  would  perhaps  be  of  interest,  especi- 
ally the  happy  family  group  in  residence.  Several 
nationalities  are  represented  among  the  members 
and  all  blend  in  peace  and  good  fellowship,  in  the 
joy  of  their  Catholic  Faith.  Ample  proof  of  this 
was  given  by  the  readiness  with  which  they  signed 
the  "Family  Rosary  Crusade"  Pledge. 


THEY  ALSO  SERVE  WHO  GIVE 

There  are  many  who  have  not  the  supreme 
joy  of  hearing  the  Master  call  them  to  follow 
Him  in  the  ranks  of  the  priesthood.  There  are 
many  who  are  deprived  of  the  heavenly  happi- 
ness of  having  one  of  their  sons  chosen  by  God. 

Yet  in  a  measure  that  joy — that  happiness 
may  be  theirs  by  helping  those  whom  God  has 
called.  It  may  be  your  contribution  that  has  en- 
abled some  young  man  to  advance  to  the  altar 
of  the  priesthood. 

To  serve  God  is  the  vocation  of  the  priest,  but 
they  also  serve  who  give. 


SOME  Pl^OPTiE  WITH  OPEN   MINDS  SHOIII.D  HAVE  THEM  OliOSED  FOR  REPAIRS. 
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SELECTIONS  AND  REFLECTIONS 

By  Thomasiiia  Kwinas 

LET  this  truth  not  be  forgotten;  there  is  no 
merit  or  greatness  in  submitting  to  misery, 
not  even  beeausg  oi'  f.in.  But  there  is  much 
merit  and  strength  in  the  happy  heart  that  clings 
to  God  our  Lord,  Who  has  a  welcome  for  all,  but 
for  none  more  than  the  sheep  that  strayed  and  has 
returned.  "Rejoice  with  me,"  He  says,  and  if  my 
Father  is  happy  I  will  not  spoil  His  happiness  by 
being  miserable  myself.  A  Ooodier, 
*       *  * 

We  have  to  accept  the  self,  and  the  surround- 
ings, and  the  story,  that  God's  Providence  ar- 
ranges for  us.  In  humility  we  must  accept  ourself 
■ — just  as  we  are ;  in  charity  we  must  accept  and 
love  our  neighbour — just  as  he  is;  in  abandonment 
we  must  accept  God's  Will  just  as  things  happen 
to  us  and  just  as  He  would  have  us  act.  Faithful 
compliance  with  His  Will  and  humble  acceptance 
of  His  arrangements  will  bring  us  to  full  union 
with  Christ.  Boylan. 

*  *  * 

What  we  are  there  (in  the  soul's  centre)  face 
to  face  with  God,  unknown  to  anyone,  influences 
everyone  we  meet,  whether  we  or  they  know  it  or 
not.  And  by  virtue  of  the  Mystical  Body,  every 
mute  uplifting  of  the  heart  raises  the  world  nearer 
to  God,  and  becomes  for  it  a  source  of  grace. 

*  *  * 

There  are  two  kinds  of  people;  those  who  are 
afraid  to  lose  God  and  those  who  are  afraid  to 
find  Hira. 

*  *  * 

A  sense  of  humour  is  what  makes  you  laugh  at 
something  that  would  make  you  mad  if  it  hap- 
pened to  you. 

■Jf"  ^  'Jf' 

A  lot  of  people  believe  in  law  and  order  so  long 
as  they  can  lay  down  the  law  and  give  the  orders. 

A  lot  of  the  world's  problems — and  ours,  too — 
would  be  solved  if  we  kept  our  minds  more  open 
and  our  mouths  more  shut. 

It  is  of  supreme  importance  for  me  to  hear  what 
God  has  to  say,  far  more  important  than  His  hear- 
ing what  I  have  to  say. 

The  generous  acceptance  of  failure  does  much 
to  promote  the  cause  of  God.  God  wants  virtue 
rather  than  triumphs.  And  who  knows  but  that 
an  apparent  failure  may  prove  to  be  a  real 
triumi)li,  though  it  may  remain  hidden. 


To  submit  with  a  good  grace  to  being  the  least, 
not  to  sound  one's  own  trumpet,  not  to  mind  be- 
ing an  apparently  insignificant  cog  in  the  ma- 
chinery, to  leave  the  best,  or  at  any  rate  the 
most  important  part  to  others,  is  the  ABC  of 
the  hidden  apostolate.  There  are  many  who  never 
siucceed  in  desciphelring  these  elemeaitary  let- 
ters, and  they  remain  forever  beginners. 

*     *  * 

The  chief  saving  instrument  is  the  cross;  and 
that  is  why,  if  we  understand  our  mission  as 
saviours  of  souls,  we  must  accept  the  cross  and 
even  seek  it. 


RYCROFT  RIPPLES 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

"There  was  an  old  woman  tossed  up  in  a  bas- 
ket. 

Seventy  times  as  high  as  the  moon." 

A  little  boy  in  grade  one  was  looking  at  her 
picture  very  intently.  All  of  a  sudden  he  exclaim- 
ed, "Well,  the  crazy  old  nut." 

Another  day  I  needed  a  cup  and  saucer  so  I 
turned  to  John,  "Will  you  run  over  to  the  Dor- 
mitory and  ask  Sister  for  a  cup  and  saucer?"  He 
was  off  like  an  arrow.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was 
back  empty-handed.  His  downcast  face  told  me 
something  was  amiss.  I  said,  "What  did  vou  ask 
Sister  for,  John  ?" 

He  replied,  "Cuffs  and  sausages." 

Yes,  teaching  the  primary  grades  is  fun  and 
one  realizes  fully  the  words  of  the  Master  when 
He  exclaimed: 

"Of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven." 


FOUND  OUT 

Msgr.  Canon  Frederic  Pirrie,  Vicar  General  of 
Paisley,  let  a  big  audience  in  Paisley  Town  Hall 
into  one  of  his  secrets. 

He  told  them  why  he  had  resigned  some  years 
ago  from  the  post  of  religious  inspector  of 
schools. 

Talking  one  day  to  quite  a  young  class,  he 
asked,  "Can  anyone  tell  me  what  a  pilgrim  is?" 

A  number  of  hands  shot  up. 

"A  pilgrim  is  a  man  that  goes  from  one  place 
to  another,"  said  a  little  girl. 

"Quite  right,"  Msgr.  Pirrie  replied.  "Now  I 
go  from  one  school  to  another  asking  the  pupils 
questions.     Am   I   a  pilgrim?"     .  / 

"No,  Father,"  came  the  instant  response,  "a 
pilgrim  is  a  good  holy  man !" 

Said  Msgr.  Pirrie:  "I  sent  in  my  resignation  to 
the  Archbishop  that  night.  The  children  had 
foimd  me  out!" 

Occasion  of  the  meeting  was  the  presentation 
to  Msgr.  Piri-ie  of  the  robes  of  a  domestic  prelate, 
to  which  rank  he  was  recently  raised. 


TRYING  TIMES  ARE  NO  TIME  TO  QUIT  TRYING 
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WHERE  HELP  IS  NEEDED 


WAR-TORN  Europe  offers  a  sad  picture 
even  today.  Millions  of  displaced  persons 
still  fill  the  highways  trying  to  find  the 
shelter  of  a  home  amid  the  rubble  of  destroyed 
cities.  But  the  most  pathetic  scene  of  all  is  that 
of  thousands  and  thousands  of  children.  Without 
father,  without  mother,  starving,  clothed  in  rags, 
they  wander  over  Eui'ope  like  ghosts.  The  plight 
of  these  poor  children  has  stirred  the  civilized 
world  into  action.  A  fund  of  money  is  being  raised 
throughout  the  world  to  come  to  the  rescue  of  these 
little  ones.  Willingly  and  generously  have  the  na- 
tions contributed  to  it.  For  who  does  not  love  a 
child  in  distress? 

This  picture  often  comes  to  our  mind  when  think- 
ing of  the  spiritual  condition  of  thousands  of  our 
children  scattered  through  the  West.  If  a  sense  of 
pity  grips  our  heart  when  we  visualize  the  poor 
children  of  Europe  sick,  hungry,  without  parents 
.  .  .  .how  much  more  should  our  hearts  go  out  to 
our  own  little  ones,  living  destitute  of  spiritual 
help — of  religious  instruction !  They  live  far  from 
the  Church —  the  priest,  an  itinerary  missioner, 
visits  them  now  and  then.  Are  they  to  grow  up 
"without  religious  knowledge?  Are  they  to  wait 
until  it  is  too  late  to  know  about  their  baptism, 
their  confirmation  and  holy  communion? 

The  burning  question  is,  how  are  we  to  bring  to 
those  children  the  saving  message  of  the  gospel, 
how  are  they  to  learn  their  religion  on  which  we 
know  hinges  their  moral  life  in  this  world  and  the 
promise  of  the  world  to  come  ?  The  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice, who  have  dedicated  their  lives  to  our  Wes- 
tern Missions  fully  realize  this  danger.  The  chil- 
dren, the  hope  of  the  future,  are  their  special  care. 
During  the  summer  months  they  go  out  into  the 

WE  ARE  AliWAYS  CX)MPL,AINING  THAT  OUR  DAYS 

NEVER 


country  to  catechize  them,  prepare  them  for  their 
first  communion  and  confirmation.  During  the 
year  they  keep  in  touch  with  them  through  cor- 
respondence. 

The  reasons  for  this  apostolate  are  numerous. 
These  children  by  baptism  have  a  strict  right  to  be 
instructed  in  their  holy  faith.  The  parents,  we 
know,  are  the  first  responsible  for  this  duty.  But 
the  parents  themselves  are  often  indifferent, 
wholly  wrapped  up  in  the  things  of  this  world.  The 
Western  farmer  is  taken  up  with  his  work  and 
hardly  gets  around  to  teach  to  his  children  their 
catechism.  So  it  devolves  on  others  to  supplement 
this  deficiency. 

If  we  fail  to  instruct  our  children  they  will  grow 
up  to  be  victims  of  that  secularism  which  charac- 
terizes the  religious  world  today.  "Secularism  is 
the  practical  exclusion  of  God  from  human  think- 
ing and  living.  Is  not  that  today  the  fountain 
head  of  the  current  miseries  of  society?"  Our 
heart  goes  out  to  those  poor  little  children  so  ex- 
posed to  lose  the  inheritance  of  their  baptism.  Help 
by  your  prayers  and  offerings  the  Sisters  whose 
only  desire  and  ambition  is  to  help  them. 


ARE  TOO  PEW  AND  AOTING  AS  IF  THEY  WOULD 
END. 
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S.O.S.  Celebrate  Feast  Of  The  Assumption 

Retreat  —  Reception  of  Habit  —  Profession 


FOLLOWINGr  an  eight-day  Retreat,  preached 
by  the  Revei^end  A.  Pape,  O.S.A.,  a  profes- 
sion ceremony  took  place  in  our  Novitiate 
chapel  on  August  15th,  Fea.st  of  the  Assumption. 

The  Profession  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Reverend 
J.  Crowley,  C.S.B.,  brother  of  one  of  the  Sisters  re- 
ceiving the  habit.  The  beautiful  "  "Gaudeamus" 
Mass  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  with  its  soaring 
"Alleluias"  was  sung  by  the  Novitiate  choir  in  a 
spirit  of  joyful  adoration  well  suited  to  the  happy 
occasion. 

Reverend  G.  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  officiated  at  the  pro- 
fession ceremony,  assisted  by  the  Retreat  Master. 
Sister  Mary  O'Donnell,  Sister  Salvatrice  Liota 
and  Sister  Rita  Deighen  pronounced  their  first 
vows  and  received  from  Father  Daly  the  silver 
cross,  symbol  of  their  dedication  to  God's  service 
in  the  Home  Mission  Field.  Sister  Barbara  Ko- 
walski  made  renewal  of  temporary  vows  and  Sister 
Mary  Harding  and  Sister  Bernice  Anstett  made 
perpetual  vows,  receiving  the  silver  ring  which 
marks  the  consecration  of  a  Sister  of  Service  to 
her  Divine  Spouse— until  death. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Feast  three  postulants  received 
the  habit:  Sister  Adrienne  Pelletier,  Sister  Jean 
Crowley,  Sister  Margaret  Ready. 

On  the  same  lovely  Feast  of  Our  Mother  renewal 
of  vows  was  made  in  our  Edson  mission  by  Sister 
Mary  Reansbury  and  Sister  Rita  Sullivan. 


Newly  Vowed  to  His  Service 
Sister  Sister  Sister 

O'Doimell  Liota.  Deiglien 


Details  of  Toronto  Celebration 

The  following  extracts  taken  from  a  letter  writ- 
ten on  the  Feast  Day  by  one  of  the  finally-pro- 
fessed, give  interesting   details   of   these  happy 
events  and  the  Retreat  preceding  them : 
Dear  Sister : — 

This  is  our  Big  Day — Profession  Day !  It  hardly 
seems  possible  that  this  great  day  has  really 
arrived.  The  time  has  passed  so  quickly  since 
we  returned  to  the  Mother  House  to  prepare 
for  Final  Vows.  It  would  have  been  grand  to 
have  you  at  the  Novitiate  this  morning,  but  we 
know  you  were  here  in  spirit. 

To  make  the  celebration  seem  more  real  to  you, 
I  have  retired  to  a  wee  corner  with  a  portable 
and  will  try  to  give  you  an  account  of  the  doings. 

Father  A.  Pape,  an  Augustinian  Father,  was 
our  excellent  Retreat  Master.  His  very  first 
story  gave  us  the  reason  for  our  Retreat:  A 
distinguished  explorer  who  had  spent  a  couple 
of  year.s  among  the  savages  of  the  upper  Amazon, 
once  attempted  a  forced  march  through  the  jungle. 
The  party  made  extraordinary  speed  for  the  first 
two  days,  but  on  the  third  morning,  when  it  was 
time  to  start,  he  found  all  the  natives  sitting  on 
their  haunches  looking  very  solemn  and  making  no 
preparation  to  march.  "They  are  waiting,"  the 
chief  explained  to  the  explorer,  "until  their  souls 
have  caught  up  with  their  bodies. ' ' 

So  during  retreat,  said  Father,  we  were  to  give 
our  souls  an  opportunity  to  catch  up  with  our 
bodies,  time  to  make  up  for  the  activities  of  the 
past  year  and  put  in  a  reserve  for  the  year  to  come. 

For  three  days,  the  retreat  Master,  in  his  own 
inimitable  way,  brought  before  us  the  terrifying 
thoughts  of  the  four  last  things.  We  were  really 
dwelling  seriously  on  our  own  wretchedness 
when  the  story  of  Mary  Magdalen 's  conversion  and 
repentance  was  portrayed.  It  was  easier  to  breathe 
then.  We  could  feel  God's  mercy  surround  iis. 
Father  told  us  of  a  young  negro  of  the  Southern 
States,  who  was  up  for  chicken  stealing.  He  was 
very  nervous.  "Don't  be  afraid^  my  bo,y,"  said  the 
judge,  "I  am  here  to  see  that  justice  is  carried 
out."  "Boss,"  replied  the  boy,  "it  ain't  justice 
Ah's  needing,  but  a  whole  heap  o'  mercy." 

In  the  following  days  Father  showed  us  the 
ideal  of  the  religious  life  and  the  many  means  we 
have  to  attain  perfection.  He  s(p(^ke  so  often  and 
so  earnestly  of  the  Love  of  God,  that  it  would  be 
impossible  not  to  want  to  do  great  things  to  prove 
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our  love,  but  we  were  reminded  many  times  to  do 
the  little  things  in  a  big  way. 

"Receive  This  Holy  Habit" 

At  7.30  on  the  evening  of  the  last  day  of  Re- 
treat, Father  Daly  came  for  the  Reception  of  the 
Habit.  On  the  altar  were  pink  roses  and  carna- 
tions, while  baskets  of  colorful  gladioli  adorned 
the  sanctuary.  Father  blessed  the  habits,  after 
which  each  postulant  in  turn  asked  for  and  re- 
ceived the  habit.  Father  spoke  for  a  few  minutes 
exhorting  the  prospective  novices  to  wear  the  habits 
with  devotion.  He  mentioned  that  sometimes  we 
are  called  different  names,  such  as  "little  grey 
sisters"  or  "trouble-shooters",  but  that  at  all 
times  our  habit  means  that  we  are  ready  to  be  of 
service  to  others. 

While  the  new  novices  were  putting  on  their 
habits,  the  Novitiate  choir  sang  the  beautiful 
"Suseipe,  Domine,"  and  "Salve  Regina  Caeli- 
tum."  As  they  came  into  the  chapel,  the  "Veni 
sponsa"  was  sung.  During  Benediction,  which 
was  given  by  Father  Pape,  the  choir  sang  an 
"Adoro  Te,"  "Tantum  Ergo,"  and  "Adoremus," 
arranged  by  Monsignor  Ronan.  It  seemed  to  us  as 
though  the  angels  loaned  their  voices  and  then 
listened  in  silent  rapture. 

The  Feast  Day 

Now  we  are  almost  where  we  started  when  I  hid 
myself  in  this  little  corner.  It  is  the  morning  of 
the  Great  Day.  Father  Pape  said  Mass  at  7.00  a.m. 
At  nine  o'clock  Father  J.  Crowley,  C.S.B.,  sang 
the  High  Mass.  After  the  Last  Gospel  Father  Daly 
came  to  the  foot  of  the  altar  and  Sister  Mary  O'- 
Donnell,  Sister  Salvatrice  Liota  and  Sister  Rita 
Deighen  made  their  First  Vows.  Sister  Barbara 
Kowalski  renewed  her  vows  for  two  years.  Then 
Sister  Mary  Harding  and  Sister  Beruice  Anstett 


Three  New  Novices 
Sister  Crowley,  Sister  Pelletier,  Sister  Ready 


Forever  His 
Sister  Anstett,    Sister  Harding 

(pardon  this  lapse  into  the  third  person)  holding 
tlieir  Vow  Form  in  one  hand  and  a  lighted  candle 
in  the  other  pronounced  their  Final  Vows,  and 
received  the  silver  ring  which  pledged  them  to  the 
Master  now  and  for  all  eternity. 

Father  Daly  congratulated  those  who  had  re- 
ceived the  habit  or  made  first  or  final  profession. 
He  repeated  the  words  he  used  when  he  gave  the 
silver  cross  and  the  silver  ring  and  asked  us  to  be 
faithful  to  our  Divine  Spouse— until  death. 

After  Mass  we  had  breakfast  in  the  refectory, 
with  the  doors  opened  into  the  library  to  make 
room  for  our  great  happy  family.  And  were  we 
happy?  Cards  and  parcels  from  everyone,  every- 
where— such  heart-warming  proofs  of  the  love 
and  good  wishes  of  our  absent  sisters  on  missions 
throughout  Canada. 

We  have  to  tidy  up  our  rooms  and  be  back  at  the 
Mother  House  for  lunch,  so  we  must  say  good-bye 
—and  may  God  be  specially  good  to  every  one  of 
you. 

SILVER  JUBILEE 

On  this  lovely  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assumption 
two  of  our  pioneer  sisters — ^Sister  Clara  Graff  and 
Sister  Agnes  Brunning — had  the  happiness  of 
celebrating  the  completion  of  twenty-five  years  in 
the  Master's  Service.  Sister  Graff  is  at  Edson  and 
Sister  Brunning  in  Halifax,  but  on  that  joyful 
day  they  had  the  prayers  and  good  wishes  of  every 
S.O.S.  from  Vancouver  to  Halifax.  We  offer  to  the 
jubiiarians  sincere  congratulations,  with  a  prayer 
that  they  may  spend  many  more  years  in  devoted 
work  for  God  and  souls. 


THE  SMALLEST  OF  PACKAGES 
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THE  NOVITIATE  ON  PICNIC 

A  NOVICE  TELLS  THE  STORY 


A DAY  in  June,  the  fifteenth,  to  be  exact, 
and  "a-picknicking  we  would  go."  Just 
the  right  proportions  of  blue  sky,  warm 
sun  and  gay  breeze — so  with  a  little  "Thank 
You"  we  set  blithely  forth. 

You're  wondering  about  the  place!  It  was 
Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  Farm  near  Richmond 
Hill,  a  recreation  centre  which  is  sponsored  by 
the  Redemptorist  Fathers  for  the  German-speak- 
ing people  of  Toronto.  About  ten  a.m.  Ave  set  out 
in  four  cars  provided  by  these  same  kind  Fathers 
and  the  father  of  one  of  our  Novices.  Once  we 
found  our  way  out  of  Rosedale  (not  as  easy  as 
it  sounds),  we  broke  into  song — "It's  Gonna  Be 
a  Great  Day" — that's  for  sure.  Those  who  ar- 
rived first  were  able  to  crow  a  little  over  the 
later  arrivals — ^"Too  bad  you  got  lost !" 

After  everything  was  unpacked  "we  started 
to  make  a  tour  of  the  premises.  We  soon  agreed 
that  the  peojDle  who  spend  their  summer  out  here 
in  the  little  cottages  they  have  built  have  every- 
thing to  be  desired.  There's  a  dear  little  chapel 
with  the  finest  of  linens  and  hand-made  lace 
on  the  altar  where  Father  says  Mass  during  the 
summer.  Just  beside  the  big  club-house  whieli 
houses  the  chapel  is  a  large  swimming  pool  full 
of  cool  green  water,  so  we  all  climbed  up  on 
the  diving  platform  and  had  our  picture  taken. 

Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help,  patroness  of  the 
farm — and  also  of  the  S.O.S. — ^lias  a  place  of 
special  honour.  She  dwells  on  a  little  man-made 
island  near  the  front  of  the  farm.    You  cross 


On  tlie  Bridge  Leading  to  Onr  Lady's  Shrine. 


an  old  rustic  bridge  (where  we  had  our  picture 
taken  also)  to  reach  her  shrine,  which  is  sur- 
rounded by  flo'wers  and  shrubs  and  is  even 
wired  so  that  she  may  be  seen  at  night  also.  We 
decided  this  was  the  very  time  and  place  for 
the  Rosary — there  were  no  distractions  here  at 
Our  Lady's  feet  save  the  sweet  song  of  her  little 
bird  friends  and  the  "Chug-a-rum"  of  Grand- 
father Frog  now  and  again. 

The  Rosary  over,  Our  Lady  sent  us  on  our  way. 
Time  for  a  good  game  of  ball,  as  most  of  us 
had  donned!  running  shoes  on  arriving.  It  was 
a  really  good  game,  plenty  of  hits  and  runs, 
(we  won't  mention  the  errors!)  The  game  was 
fairly  brief  as  someone  mentioned  lunch  and  it 
was  generally  agreed  that  those  interesting-look- 
ing baskets  should  be  investigated.  Some  fore- 
sighted  person  had  already  put  on  the  coffee  and 
in  a  few  minutes  we  were  lunching  at  nice  green 
park  tables — the  ants  hadn't  even  a  look-in. 

After  lunch  some  of  us  were  quite  content  to 
relax  in  the  shade  while  some  of  the  more  am- 
bitious had  a  rousing  game  of  volleyball — and 
everyone  was  happy.  Then  time  for  some  good 
reading  followed  by  a  nice  familj^  chat  under  the 
trees.  The  Novices  and  Postulants  took  turns 
telling  all  the  old  jokes  they  knew  (such  as  "Did 
you  ever  hear  a  moth-ball"  and  the  like).  The 
Professed  Sisters  too  had  tales  to  tell, — true  ones 
of  the  missions,  which  were  far  more  interesting 
than  any  of  our  own  stories. 

The  rest  of  the  afternoon  sped  by  only  too 
quickly;  a  siesta  was  enjoyed  by  anj^one  so  in- 
clined, and  collation  was  served  about  mid-after- 
noon— cookies  and  lots  of  cold  grapefruit  juice 
to  foil  old  Mr.  Sun  who  was  beaming  down  in 
all  his  mid-June  vigor. 

Oh  yes,  we  mustn't  forget  the  swings.  Most 
of  us  (except  those  prone  to  sea-sickness)  enjoyed 
ourselves  hugely  and  found  ourselves  acting 
even  more  like  children  than  usual. 

Before  we  realized  quite  where  the  time  had 
gone  we  were  sitting  down  to  supper,  then  pack- 
ing up  the  fragments,  dishes,  etc.,  and  seeing  that 
all  would  be  left  in  order.  There  was  still  time 
to  sit  around  and  sing  old  songs,  and  new  ones, 
until  our  chauffeiws  arrived  to  take  us  home. 

The  drive  home  was  a  lovely  close  to  su-ch 
a  perfect  day.  We  sang  "Salve  Re  gina"  as  we 
waved  good-bye  to  Our  Lady's  Farm. 


THE  THOUGHTS  THAT  ABSORB  YOU  WELL  ALSO  MOULD  YOU. 
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KEEPING  CAMP  LIFE  HAPPY 

S.O.S.  Conduct  Girls'  .Camp  In  Nova  Scotia 


"Beauty's  Home  is  Surely  Here" 

I AM  afraid  this  account  will  sound  more 
like  propaganda  from  a  Toiarist  Bureau 
than  the  chronicles  of  a  missionary  Sister. 
Sister  S.  and  I  were  privileged  to  spend  the 
month  of  July  in  charge  of  the  girls  at  St.  Jo- 
seph's Camp,  Medford,  N.  8.  To  those  who  know 
Nova  Scotia  for  the  summerland  that  it  is,  that 
is  sufficient.  For  those  who  have  never  had  that 
happiness  let  me  tell  them  that  the  long  summer 
days  remain  with  me  as  the  pleasantest  of  memo- 
ries. Who  could  forget  that  Camp  so  ideally 
situated  on  Minas  Basin,  where  the  tides  of 
Fundy  move  endlessly  in  and  out?  East,  west, 
north  and  south  the  views  are  arrestingly  beau- 
tiful. What  a  joy  to  watch  the  different  colors 
of  sea  and  sky,  to  drink  in  the  grandeur  of  the 
ever-changing  landscape !  One  wonders  which 
has  the  most  appeal — the  blue  sky  flecked  with 
white  fleecy  clouds,  or  that  same  sky  black  with 
storm  clouds  and  ripped  with  jagged  lightning. 
Who  could  choose  between  the  sea  at  its  full 
tide,  fresh  from  the  ocean  surging  with  vigor, 
or  that  same  sea  resting  in  its  red  sandy  bed  at 
low  tide.  Each  aspect  has  its  charm.  We  watched 
fascinated,  as  swallows  in  their  hundreds  swept 
in  and  out  of  their  nests,  cradled  in  the  cliffs. 
Great  flocks  of  sea  gulls  floating  on  the  waters 
or  resting  on  the  sand  evoked  our  wonderment 
and  sandpipers  wheeling  in  formation  to  flash 
silver  in  the  sunlight  always  intrigued  us.  AVhat 
charm  in  the  bird  song  that  came  to  us  hour 
after  hour  from  the  fields  and  apple  orchards 
that  make  this  land  lovely  and  fruitful.  When 
the  breezes  freshened  with  the  incoming  tide, 
how  the  imagination  was  stirred  as  one  thought 
of  the  mighty  Atlantic  and  travelled  afar  over 
its  salty  waves  with  the  ships  of  today  and  yester- 
years. 

Vacation  Spot  for  Kentville  Youth 

St.  Joseph's  Camp,  the  creation  and  pride  of 
Reverend  Father  Durney,  the  Pastor  of  Kentville, 
serves  that  widespread  pai'ish  as  a  holiday  center 
for  its  boys  and  girls.  From  its  modest  begin- 
nings in  1946,  when  the  boys  lived  in  tents,  to 
the  present  fine  building  with  modern  plumbing 
and  electricity,  the  Camp  has  provided  happy 
vacations  for  hundreds  of  children  from  Kent- 
ville Parish  and  nearby  towns.  There  play  days 
begin  in  the  shadow  of  the  Sanctuary  as  Mass 
is  offered  four  times  a  week  and  end  with  Mary's 


blessing  as  her  Rosary  is  lovingly  said  each  night 
before  retiring. 

The  Juniors  Loved  It 

The  Juniors,  from  seven  to  twelve,  spent  the 
first  two  weeks  of  July  in  Camp,  thirty-seven 
lively  lassies  who  relished  each  day's  fun  as 
whole-heartedly  as  they  entered  into  the  work 
of  keeping  their  Camp  tidy,  serving  the  table, 
and  washing  up  the  dishes.  What  fun  we  had, 
too — hikes,  swims,  campfires,  the  ever-popular 
Softball,  and  happy  hours  building  sand  castles 
or  clambering  over  the  cliffs.  Movies  were  fare 
for  every  Friday  night  and  the  motor  trip  to 
Kentville  for  the  baseball  game  was  a  treat  long 
expected  and  cherished.  This  group  of  husky 
fans  eheered  their  team  to  victory  on  the  occa- 
sion of  their  attendance.  The  Field  Day  with 
its  races  and  prizes  provided  another  delight. 
The  evenings  found  us  indoors  before  the  cheer- 
ful fireplace  enjoying  sing-songs,  staging  ama- 
teur concerts,  asking  endless  riddles  and  play- 
ing games.  The  molasses  taffy  pull  was  a 
feature  on  other  nights,  and  how  they  enjoyed 
those,  as  well-buttered  little  fingers  pulled  the 


Tlie  Junior  Caini)ers. 


THERE  ARE  NO  CROWN-WEARERS  IN  HEAVEN  WHO  WERE  NOT  CROSS-BEARERS  ON  EARTH. 
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The  Seniors. 


sticky  mixture  to  a  creamy  golden  texture.  Some 
of  that  mixture  never  reached  the  creamy  stage 
but  dropped  in  ignominious  blobs  to  the  kitchen 
floor  much  to  the  grief  of  the  young  candy- 
makers  and  not  adding  to  the  appearance  of  the 
floor.  The  floor  did  not  fare  much  better  the 
night  our  marshmallow  toast  had  to  be  held  in- 
doors on  account  of  the  rain — ^^but  floors  can  be 
washed  to  shining  cleanliness  and  marshmallows 
are  very  luscious  when  done  to  a  golden-brown 
over  the  hot  coals. 

The  Seniors  -were  seventeen  in  number  when 
their  Camp  opened  but  had  reached  twenty-seven 
for  the  last  week.  Swimming  for  this  group  took 
on  a  note  of  seriousness  as  the  girls  were  to  try 
the  Red  Cross  tests  before  the  Camp  closed. 
Happily  the  tests  were  not  too  formidable  and 
they  passed  with  flying  colors.  The  first  day  at 
Camp  for  this  group  was  marked  by  a  thrilling 
adventure. 

Adventurous  Beginning 

We  packed  our  lunch  and  set  out  walking  along 
the  beach  for  Paddy's  Island,  some  two  miles 
away.  We  had  not  noticed  how  quickly  the 
tide  was  coming  in  and  were  about  to  have  our 
lunch  on  an  inviting  rock  jutting  out  from  the 
cliff,  when  our  scouting  party,  reconnoitering 
for  a  path  to  the  top  of  tlie  cliff,  announced  that 
we  could  neither  go  ahead  nor  retrace  our  steps. 
In  fact  to  rejoin  us  they  had  to  wade  waistdeep 
5n  the  water.  What  should  we  do — spend  the 
next  few  hours  on  the  rock,  to  be  burned  to  a  crisp 
by  the  broiling  sun,  or  try  to  scale  the  cliffs? 
We  decided  to  try  the  cliffs.  One  girl,  after 
much  hard  effort,  found  a  foothold  in  the  yield- 
ing sand  and  with  much  pushing  from  those  be- 
Continued  on  Page  10 


Pilgrimage  to  Cap-de-la-Madeleine 

"Saint  Christopher,  you  know  what  the  traffic 
is  like  on  all  the  highways,  particularly  all  the 
highways  leading  to  and  from  Montreal,  over 
the  week-ends !  Well,  as  you  know,  I  am  the 
Guardian  Angel  of  Provincial  Bus  No.  4794;  and 
I  have  the  assignment  of  taking  care  of  a  bus- 
load of  ladies  and  three  Sisters  from  the  Sisters 
of  Service  Residential  Club  at  1923  Dorchester 
Street  West,  Montreal,  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Cape,  today — so  don't  forget  us !" 

"It's  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carm«l 
today,  so  you  can  be  sure  that  the  weather  will 
be  perfect  for  you.  God  be  with  you  and  all 
on  Bus  4794!" 

And  so,  with  Driver  Richer  at  the  wheel,  and 
I  at  the  helm  we  left  the  Bus  Depot  for  the  big 
grey  stone  house  at  the  top  of  Seigneur  Hill, 
arriving  at  8:20  a.m.  By  8:30  the  passengers 
arrived  and  settled  in  their  seats  and  finally 
three  Sisters  of  Service,  making  twenty-six  pas- 
sengers all  set  for  Cap-de-la-Madeline. 

Many  said  their  rosary  at  intervals,  and  from 
the  rear  could  be  heard  some  hymns  to  Our  Lady. 
The  day  was  so  beautiful,  and  the  scenery,  too, 
that  many  thoughts  were  turned  in  thanks  to 
Almighty  God  for  His  good  gifts  to  us  in  this 
beautiful  country  of  Canada. 

The  driving  was  very  smooth  and  at  about 
10 :50  we  arrived  at  our  destination.  We  were 
met  by  a  priest  at  the  entrance  to  the  grounds 
who  introduced  Father  Renaud  to  the  group.  Fa- 
ther then  took  i;s  on  a  brief  tour  around  the 
grounds,  giving  us  the  history  of  the  building  of 
the  Shrine,  the  Rosary  Bridge  and  the  fountain; 
telling  us  of  the  very  early  days  when  the 
families  in  the  Cape  would  all  meet  together  in 
a  home  to  implore  Our  Lady's  protection  as  Our 
Lady  of  Loretto;  in  another  home,  Our  Lady  of 
Liesse ;  in  others.  Our  Lady  of  Virtues ;  Our  Lady 
of  Good  News,  etc.  In  those  days,  each  of  the 
colonists  made  each  of  their  log  cabins  a  Shrine 
to  Our  Lady,  under  the  different  titles.  This  town 
of  Cap-de-la-Madeleine  Avas  founded  about  the 
year  1649  by  Jacques  Buteux,  the  famous  Jesuit 
missionary,  for  the  Algonquin  Christians.  Two 
hundred  years  later  the  Shrine  became  known 
as  "Our  Lady  of  the  Cape." 

Father  preceded  the  pilgrims  around  the 
grounds,  pointing  out  the  beauties  of  the  fifteen 
life-sized  sculptured  monuments,  representing  the 
fifteen  mysteries  of  the  Rosary.  Everyone  was 
quite  interested  in  hearing  the  story  of  the  Bridge 
of  the  Rosaries  wliich  is  a  very  touching  monu- 
ment built  across  the  Faverel  Brook  and  eom- 
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Silver  Jubilee  of  Service  in  Halifax 


On  August  15th  the  Sisters  of  Service  cele- 
brated the  Twenty-Fifth  Anniversary  of  their 
arrival  in  Halifax.  A  High  Mass  of  Thanksgiving 
was  offered  in  the  convent  chapel  by  Reverend 
Father  Clarence  D'Entremont,  of  Holy  Heart 
Seminary.  Music  for  this  Mass  was  provided 
by  the  Sisters  and  girls  of  the  Club  choir.  In 
this  way  the  Sisters  of  Service  gave  thanks  to 
Almighty  God  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  of 
successful  work  in  this  particular  corner  of  His 
Vineyard. 

After  the  Mass  a  festal  breakfast  was  served, 
with  table  decorations  in  the  S.O.S.  colours — 
blue  and  silver. 

In  the  evening  the  Sisters  received  a  special 
invitation  to  the  recreation  room.  On  arriving 
there  they  found  all  the  girls  of  the  house  assem- 
bled. One  of  their  number  read  a  congratulatory 
address  and  presented  a  Spiritual  Bouquet  to  the 
Sisters.  Then  came  a  short  but  entertaining 
program  in  honour  of  the  Jubilee. 

The  primary  motive  for  the  S.O.S.  foundation 
in  Halifax  in  1925  was  to  meet  and  assist  the 
thousands  of  Catholic  immigrants  coming  to  this 
country.  For  many  years  this  had  been  a  major 
problem  in  this  port  city.  The  Sisters  of  Service 
undertook  the  work  and  during  the  past  twenty- 
five  years  have  met  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
immigrants  at  the  port  in  Halifax. 

A  Day  at  the  Pier 

We  believe  that  the  following  account  by  one 
of  our  Halifax  Sisters  of  a  day  spent  in  wel- 
coming and  assisting  D.P.'s  will  be  of  interest: 

"I  will  try  to  describe  for  you  one  of  my  days 
spent  at  the  pier.  The  passengers  start  coming 
off  at  nine  o'clock,  are  passed  by  Immigration 
authorities  and  at  about  nine-thirty  are  on  their 
way  down.  I  usually  get  there  about  nine-forty- 
five.  By  this  time  there  are  a  number  of  people 
standing  around  waiting  to  see  what  is  to  be 
done  next.  Since  I  always  have  a  collection  of 
foreign  papers  and  magazines  I  can't  stop  to  talk 
to  them  for  any  length  of  time,  but  invite  all  to 
follow  me  if  they  wish  papers  and  magazines  in 
their  own  language.  These  people  always  get  a 
surprise  when  they  hear  their  own  language 
where  they  had  not  expected  to  hear  it  at  all. 
In  a  short  time  I  am  surrounded  by  a  group  ask- 
ing all  kinds  of  questions. 

"The  Polish  are  certain  I  am  Polish,  but  prob- 
ably came  to  Canada  when  a  child,  or  am  possibly 

THE  SIZE  OF  YOUR  TROUBLES  DEPENDS  TO  A  LARGE  EXTENT  ON  WHETHER  THEY  ARE  CX)mNG  OR 
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Canadian-born.  Then  without  even  waiting  to 
find  out  if  their  guess  is  correct,  I  am  "Our 
Sister."  The  Ukrainians  are  much  the  same, 
and  to  them  "Our  Sister"  is  Ukrainian.  The  Slo- 
vaks, too,  are  very  numerous  on  this  ship  so 
that  I  belong  to  them  also.  One  Polish  man  who 
had  been  waiting  for  some  time  to  get  his  few 
questions  in  noticed  that  I  spoke  to  Slovaks  in 
their  own  language.  He  began  to  get  suspicious 
of  "Our  Polish  Sister,"  and  I  heard  him  remark : 
"Th  ere  is  something  peculiar  about  our  Polish 
sister;  she  is  what  people  want  her  to  be."  He 
then  proceeded  to  enquire  about  this.  I  could 
not  give  him  a  better  answer  than  his  own  re- 
mark which  I  had  overheard.  All  were  the  same 
to  me,  and  I  had  come  to  meet  them  all. 

"At  about  10:30  two  members  of  the  C.W.L. 
arrive  to  help  distribute  the  literature  and 
rosaries.  The  rosaries  are  supplied  by  the  C.W.L. 
There  are  three  sub-divisions  in  Halifax  and  each 
takes  a  turn  in  helping  out,  so  that  each  group 
supplies  rosaries  for  the  boat  with  which  they 
are  helping.  This  lightens  my  duties  in  this  re- 
spect, so  I  go  out  among  the  people,  speak  to 
th  em  as  they  come  down,  take  their  names  and 
addresses,  then  direct  them  to  the  booth  for 
rosaries,  literature  and  holy  cards.  I  go  back 
to  the  booth  often  to  interpret  for  the  ladies.  In 
this  way  the  day  goes  hy.  Between  getting  ad- 
dresses, interpreting  telegrams,  helping  to  buy 
food  and  advising  how  to  locate  relatives  who 
are  somewhere  in  Canada,  answering  questions 
and  listening  to  their  stories,  there  is  not  an 
idle  moment. 

"The  day  wears  on  and  it  will  soon  be  time 
for  the  trains  to  leave.  There  will  be  three  trains 
and  the  first  one  must  pull  out  about  three 
o'clock.  At  least  an  hour  before  a  train  is  to  leave 
I  take  a  little  supply  of  holy  cards,  Ukrainian 
and  Polish  booklets  and  rosaries  and  go  through 
the  train  from  one  end  to  the  other,  checking 
addresses,  distributing  rosaries,  holy  cards  and 
booklets  to  those  who  didn't  get  any  earlier.  It 
is  true  that  we  get  the  names  of  all  the  passen- 
gers and  all  that  type  of  information  from  the 
ship's  manifest,  but  there  are  so  many  mixed 
marriages,  and  the  only  way  one  can  get  the 
proper  information  is  by  personal  eontaet.  So 
often  it  happens  that  when  I  ask  the  usual 
question:  "Are  you  a  Catholic?"  the  answer  is, 
"No,  I  am  a  Lutheran."  That  information  is  not 
sufficient.  The  next  question  must  be:  "Is  your 
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husband  a  Catholic?"  and  often  the  answer  is 
"Yes."  "Were  you  married  by  a  Catholic  priest?" 
Sometimes  the  answer  is  "Yes,"  and  sometimes 
"No."  This  information  is  noted  and  sent  on  to 
the  Chancery  Office.  So  many  of  the  Polish  boys 
Avho  have  been  in  Germany  for  some  years  have 
married  German  non-Catholic  girls. 

"Lately  we  have  been  getting  Czech  and  Slo- 
vak D.P.'s  from  Austria  and  Germany.  These 
have  left  their  country  recently  because  of  Com- 
munism. The  stories  they  tell  are  hard  to  be- 
lieve, even  though  we  know  they  are  true.  Here 
is  how  one  family  escaped:  The  husband  is  a 
lawyer  and  his  wife  a  well-educated  woman; 
they  have  two  children — a  girl  of  eighteen 
and  a  boy  of  sixteen.  These  people  left  not  only 
their  country  but  their  home  and  all  worldly 
possessions.  They  were  not  able  to  take  as  much 
as  a  change  of  clothing.  Crossing  the  border  by 
night  and  in  constant  fear  of  being  caught,  they 
were  on  their  hands  and  knees  for  seven  and  a 
half  hours.  By  the  time  they  were  able  to  stand 
up  they  were  ragged,  dirty  and  hungry,  but  that 
was  not  much  to  worry  about  so  long  as  they  were 
free !  They  went  to  Austria  where  they  were 
taken  care  of  in  a  D.P.  camp  until  they  could  get 
work  and  provide  for  themselves. 

"Another  story  that  stands  out  in  my  memory 
is  of  a  boy  who  was  being  brought  out  by  the 
Labour  Department,  to  work  on  a  farm.  He  was 
given  a  few  cans  of  meat,  fish  and  cheese  by 
friends  or  other  passengers  on  board  the  boat. 
On  his  arrival  here  his  first  thought  was  to  send 
these  things  back  to  Germany  to  the  poor  boys 
in  his  camp.  They  are  always  hungry,"  he  said, 
"and  I  have  had  all  my  meals.  I  don't  need  these 
and  they  do."  He  wanted  to  send  the  parcel  at 
once  but  had  no  money.  One  of  the  members 
of  the  C.W.L.  took  the  parcel  and  said  she  would 
send  it  away  immediately.  The  boy's  face  lit  up 
with  a  big  smile,  as  he  thanked  her  again  and 
again. 

"I  must  not  forget  to  tell  you  that  recently 
on  one  of  our  trips  to  the  pier  Sister  and  I  had 
the  privilege  of  meeting  and  speaking  to  St. 
Maria  Goretti's  brother,  Angelo.  He  lives  in  New 
Jersey  and  was  returning  from  the  canonization 
of  his  little  sister  and  a  visit  to  his  mother.  He 
was  a  modest  little  man  of  about  sixty  years.  He 
said  he  saw  the  Holy  Father  kiss  the  hands  of 
his  old  mother.  He  was  a  third-class  passenger 
on  the  "Vulcania." 


Our  Diamond  Jubilarian 


Rev.  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 

Yes,  it's  his  Diamond  Jubilee.  On  October  5th 
of  this  year  our  dearly-loved  father  and  founder. 
Reverend  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  had  the  happiness 
of  celebrating  the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  his  Re- 
ligious Profession  as  a  Redemptorist. 

Few  there  are  who  have  the  privilege  of  offering 
to  God  a  garland  of  sixty  years  vowed  to  His 
Service.  Many  were  the  congratulations  received 
from  numerous  confreres,  friends  and  relatives, 
but  none  more  heartfelt  than  those  proffered  by 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  his  devoted  spiritual  chil- 
dren. From  every  S.O.S.  mission  came  offerings  of 
prayers  and  good  wishes,  Avhile  all  the  S.O.S. 
houses  joined  in  preparing  our  real  Jubilee  Gift — 
GO  Holy  Masses  offered  For  Father  ii<  thanksgiv- 
ing for  all  the  graces  and  favours  received  during 
GO  years  of  religious  life. 

On  the  morning  of  Jubilee  Day  Father  sang  a 
Votive  Mass  in  honour  of  the  Blessed  "S'^irgiu  in 
our  Mother  House  chapel.  At  this  Jlass  all  the 
S.O.S.  in  Toronto  as.sisted.  After  Mass  came  break- 
fast, a  happy,  jubilant  affair,  with  everyone  cele- 
brating joyfully  with  our  venerable  jubilarian. 

In  the  evexiing  festivities  were  continued  at  the 
Novitiate,  where  we  all  gathered  for  a  festal  din- 
ner, after  which  the  novices  and  postulants  enter- 
tained us  with  an  enjoyable  jubilee  programme. 

We  are  now  looking  forward  to  celebrating 
Father's  diamond  jubilee  of  ordination. 


It  is  characteristic  of  divine  activity  that  the 
more  completely  the  immediate  agent  is  hidden, 
the  more  effectively  that  power  is  displayed. 
*    *  * 

If  I  would  hear  God's  Voice  in  my  soul,  let  me 
learn  to  keep  silence,  for  God  does  not  shout. 
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ST.  LUKE  has  included  somewhere  in  his  re- 
port of  ouiT  Lord's  life  on  earth  an  account 
of  His  sending  out  seventy-two  disciples  to 
go  two  by  two  before  Him  into  every  town  where 
He  was  to  go.  Now,  about  nineteen  hundred  and 
twenty  years  later,  after  returning  from  my 
first  two  weeks  of  teaching  icatechism,  I  have  a 
vague  idea  of  just  how  these  disciples  felt  at 
Christ's  command.  In  this  case  two  of  us  were 
sent  forth,  bearing  on  each  arm  a  travelling  bag 
too  well  supplied,  judging  from  the  sagging  shoul- 
ders, with  catechisms  of  every  grade,  prayer 
books,  project  books  and  story  books,  pencils, 
crayons  and  chalk  of  every  hue,  medals,  rosaries, 
scapulars,  not  to  mention  a  supply  of  band  aids, 
aspirins  and  toothache  gum.  Add  to  this  a  rain 
coat,  an  umbrella,  a  pair  of  stout  rubbers  each 
and  two  S.O.S.  .smiles  as  brave  as  those  on  the 
faces  of  the  martyrs  of  old  stepping  into  the  arena 
— and  you  see  us. 

Just  where  covild  be  found  the  following  of 
Christ's  injunction :  "Carry  neither  purse  nor 
script?"  It  must  have  been  in  trust,  for  never 
before  had  anyone  set  out  on  a  catechetical  tour 
feeling  less  capable  or  less  worthy  of  delivering 
His  message  than  did  this  Sister  of  Service  on 
that  day — despite  the  benedictions  and  prom- 
ised prayers  of  our  Sisters  who  remained  behind, 
to  whom  script  would  have  been  superfluous ! 
We  two  trusted  that  the  quantity  of  matter  to 
hand  might  in  some  measure  compensate  for  the 
deficiency  of  matter  in  the  head.  So  we  started 
by  bus. 

The  first  surprise  came  when  we  arrived  at 
the  hotel  and  bus  depot— they  are  one  and  the 
same — to  find  it  crowded  with  khaki-clad  figures. 
For  a  startled  moment  the  thought  came  that 
perhaps  those  rumours  of  impending  war  were  no 
longer  rumours  and  that  unknown  to  us  the  army 
had  moved  in.  Our  look  of  surprise  was  returned 
a  hundredfold  and  accompanied  by  one  of  curi- 
osity on  the  part  of  the  youngsters,  for  young- 
sters they  turned  out  to  be — a  group  of  teen- 
aged  cadets  returning  to  their  homes  in  the  hills. 
Evidently  Sisters  of  Service  were  very  unfamiliar 
sights  to  them.  Howevei",  despite  their  numbers 
and  their  tender  years  they  travelled  with  the 
decorum  of  mature  army  officers  steeped  in  the 
dignity  of  their  office.  It  was  only  towards  the 
end  of  our  seventy-mile  journey,  as  home  came 
nearer  and  nearer,  that  someone  blew  a  few  brave 
notes  on  a  mouth  organ;  another  lad  began  to 
whistle  an  accompaniment  and  at  once  many- 
toned  and  many-tuned  voices  joined  in  a  happy 
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sing-song.  The  numbers  moved  rapidly  from 
"Tiperary"  to  "Kentucky",  to  "Home  on  the 
Range."  Despite  the  few  discordant  notes  it  was 
pleasant  and  just  what  was  needed  to  recall  me 
from  the  state  of  semi-consciousness  in  which  I 
had  been  travelling.  My  travelling  companion, 
alive  to  the  rugged  beauty  through  which  we 
were  passing  watched  and  prayed.  I  trust  that 
a  few  ejaculations  may  have  been  directed 
towards  the  heavy-lidded  sister  by  her  side. 

As  is  so  often  the  case  with  these  little  mining 
towns  hidden  in  the  mountains,  our  destination 
— the  town  of  C. — suddenly  appeared  below  xis. 
It  was  set  between  two  almost  perpendicular 
slopes  which  changed  from  slate  gray  and  brown 
at  the  peak  to  a  beautiful  green  studded  with 
wild  flowers  at  the  base.  A  more  lovely  profu- 
sion of  colour  could  hardly  be  imagined — white, 
pink  and  red  roses,  yellow,  orange  and  fuschia 
Indian  paint  brushes,  daisies  of  flaming  red, 
blue  and  purple,  to  say  nothing  of  the  varieties 
of  wild  flowers  unfamiliar  to  us.  The  log  houses, 
with  their  vari-coloured  roofs,  looked  so  peace- 
ful and  our  descent  was  so  precipitous  as  to 
make  it  appear  that  we  were  floating  in  by 
parachute.  But  the  delusion  was  short-lived. 
Heavy  rains  followed  by  a  mountain  river  on  the 
rampage  had  played  havoc  with  the  roads.  Sud- 
denly the  bus  and  the  occupants  began  to  lurch 
from  side  to  side,  and  sheer  drops  appeared  peril- 
ously close  to  my  window.  One  particularly  bad 
jerk  made  me  feel  as  though  my  head  were  dis- 
located, all  the  more  so  M^hen  a  khaki  knapsack 
suddenly  dropped  from  the  shelf  above  us  and 
landed  with  a  thud  on  Sister's  lap.  I  turned  and 
saw  her  face  completely  enveloped  by  the  crown 
of  her  hat;  the  flying  knapsack  had  played  a 
little  trick  on  its  way  by !  But  Sister  came  out 
smiling  and  several  lads  jumped  to  rescue  the 
impish  package. 

Finally  we  did  arrive  and  found  Father  A. 
waiting  to  whisk  us  up  another  hill  to  a  bright 
little  house  which  was  to  be  at  our  disposal  for 
the  coming  two  weeks.  The  next  day,  Sunday, 
catechism  classes  began  but  not  before  we  had 
the  privilege  of  assisting  at  two  Masses  in  two 
little  churches  about  seven  miles  apart,  but  not 
as  the  crow  flies  unless  it  were  on  an  endurance 
test  flight.  The  eyes  of  the  priest,  eveir  the  good 
shepherd  bent  on  bringing  all  the  sheep  of  his 
flock  to  the  true  fold,  were  quick  to  note  the 
absent  members  and  with  a  sigh  try  to  find 
an  excuse  for  their  indifference  towards  Sunday 
Mass.   It  is  surely  true  that  the  great  majority 
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of  the  people  in  these  little  here-by-day  goiie-by- 
night  towns  are  so  engulfed  in  the  whirlpool  of 
living  in  this  modern  rushing  world  that  the 
reason  for  their  existence  has  entirely  escaped 
them.  That  God  has  made  them  they  know,  but 
a  far-away  God  who  placed  them  in  a  cruel  world 
and  left  them  to  struggle  alone.  So  many,  created 
to  be  other  Christs,  have  become  so  enmeshed 
in  greed  and  lust  and  materialism  that  the 
qualities  of  mercy,  love  and  kindness  intended  to 
portray  Christ  are  entirely  hidden. 

Knowing  that  during  the  two  weeks  we  were 
to  teach  one  in  each  of  the  two  little  towns  where 
we  had  attended  Mass  that  morning  we  took 
our  choice  of  the  names.  The  next  time  before 
choosing  I  shall  make  a  few  discreet  inquiries. 
Sister  had  a  class  of  ten — -eight  quiet,  studious 
little  girls  and  two  little  boys  of  the  same  gentle 
temperament.  Fourteen  black-haired  lads  with 
snapping  black  eyes,  supple  hands  and  dancing 
feet  well  versed  in  the  art  of  boxing  and  dodging, 
and  eight  pretty  girls  whose  Latin  blood  ran  not 
less  swiftly  than  that  of  their  brothers  greeted 
me  that  first  Sunday  afternoon.  They  were  good 
youngsters,  but  oh,  so  very  much  alive ! 

Products  of  their  own  generation,  every  single 
movement  had  to  present  a  new  picture  to  their 
agile  imaginations ;  if  I  didn't  have  one  ready,  that 
was  the  moment  for  action  in  the  form  of  a  little 
boxing  and  wrestling  bout  with  their  nearest 
neighbours.  And  never  did  they  let  an  oppor- 
tunity slip  by.  However,  we  did  go  through 
quite  a  lot  of  catechism,  which  they  grasped  very 
quickly.  There  was  not  a  dull  child  in  the  group, 
and  I  trust  that  through  those  two  weeks  some 
souls  at  least  may  be  brought  closer  to  God.  Many 
of  our  sisteirs  had  generously  donated  their  time 
and  talent  to  making  attractive  prizes,  but  I 
experienced  a  little  difficulty  in  reconciling  my 
distribution  of  prizes  with  the  words  of  St.  Paul: 
"Many  run  the  race,  but  only  one  can  win  the 
prize."  Each  test  invariably  produced  several 
winners.  However,  it  usually  ended  to  every- 
one's satisfaction  after  the  first  showing  of 
clenched  fists  on  the  part  of  those  who  saw  a 
duel  as  the  only  honorable  settlement.  The  moral 
is —  have  your  bag  well  stocked  with  prizes. 

The  weather,  which  was  beautiful  and  sum- 
mery for  an  unbroken  two  weeks,  a  record  in 
that  part  of  the  country,  called  for  a  picnic  on 
the  last  day.  Sister  and  I  brought  our  classes 
together  for  it,  and  I'm  happy  to  say  we  both 
lived  through  it — and  so  did  all  the  youngsters 
contrary  to  all  my  expectations.  Sister's  demure 
little  girls  and  wide-eyed  little  boys  looked  on 
for  the  first  while,  but  began  to  assert  their 
rights  as  the  day  wore  on  and  were  soon  protest- 
ing vigorously  for  their  rightful  places  in  the 


lists  of  prize-winners.  Never  did  I  see  pop  bottles 
empty  so  quickly  and  ice  cream  cones  disappear 
with  such  rapidity.  About  five  o'clock  Father 
appeared,  gave  us  all  his  blessing  and  the  little 
group  left  rather  reluctantly,  some  holding 
clasped  hands  over  bulging  tummies  and  casting 
rue)ful  'glances  towards  the  last  haHf-emptied 
bottle  of  ginger  ale.  Sister  and  I  sat  with  fold- 
ed hands,  drew  a  deep  breath  and  murmured 
with  our  remaining  strength  "Deo  gratias." 

Now  we  are  home  again  for  the  annual  Retreat, 
when  eacli  of  us  will  review  the  past  year,  and 
in  the  light  of  Christ's  life  as  explained  once 
more  by  an  experienced  Retreat  master,  resolve 
to  make  of  her  life  during  the  coming  year  a 
better  copy  of  Him  Who  is  our  model. 


KEEPING  OAMP  LIFE  HAPPY 
Continued  from  Page  6 
low  reached  the  top,  grabbed  an  overhanging 
shrub,  and  became  the  first  link  in  the  human 
chain  that  eventually  brought  us  all  to  the  top. 
The  smaller  girls  were  sent  up  first.  Then  came 
the  turn  for  the  two  "plump"  girls — whose  rescue 
took  the  combined  energies  of  the  workers  up 
above  and  the  workers  down  below— but  what 
hearty  cheering  greeted  them  when  they  found 
themselves  up !  When  almost  all  had  been  pulled 
and  pushed  to  safety,  to  give  ourselves  a  breather 
we  pitched  up  the  lunch— a  feat  that  did  credit 
to  hours  of  Softball  practice,  one  cup  being  the 
only  casualty.  After  this  brief  respite  the  rest 
of  us  were  helped  to  safety.  Never  was  prayer 
said  more  fervently  than  that  "Hail  Mary"  liter- 
ally "puffed"  out  in  thanksgiving,  as  the  last 
girl  took  her  place  on  top  of  the  cliff.  Now 
everyone  was  really  ready  for  lunch  which  we 
enjoyed  beside  a  potato  patch,  overlooking  the 
Basin,  instead  of  on  Paddy's  Island  as  we  had 
planned.  All  agreed  that  the  excitement  was 
worth  two  weeks  at  Camp  but  no  one  wanted 
a  repeat  performance — at  least  not  just  then. 

Peaceful  Ending 

Back  to  Camp  across  the  fields  and  along  the 
highway,  a  grateful  rest,  and  a  well-deserved 
swim  in  that  high  tide  that  had  caught  us  nap- 
ping, and  w'e  Avere  ready  for  the  next  experience 
in  which  camp  life  is  so  rich.  But  Paddy's  Island 
was  visited  another  day  and  we  marvelled  at  our 
own  audacity  as  a  low-tide  view  of  our  ad- 
venture site  showed  us  just  how  sheer  was  the 
cliff  we  had  climbed. 

The  month  was  over  all  too  soon — the  girls 
moved  oiat  and  the  boys  moved  in  for  their  turn 
of  wholesome  outdoor  recreation  and  St.  Joseph's 
Camp  welcomed  them  as  hearf^ly  and  as  joyfully 
as  it  had  welcomed  their  sisters. 
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Forerunners  Of  A  New  S.O.S.  Mission 


IT  WAS  all  decided  and  it  was  all  very  simple 
— 'we  were  to  teach  catechism  at  Peace  River. 
The  pastor,  Father  Albert  Bouchard,  was  to 
come  for  us  in  his  car  at  about  eight  o'clock  and 
we  should  reach  there  about  eleven,  at  the  latest. 
But  "Man  proposes  ..."  A  cloudburst  delayed 
the  ferry  so  that  Father  was  not  able  to  reach 
Rycroft  until  10:30.  We  set  out  at  eleven  and 
slithered  through  the  mud  to  Dunvegan  Cross- 
ing. There  we  had  another  delay.  For  almost  two 
hours  "we  had  to  wait  for  the  ferry.  There  were 
six  cars  in  line,  and  we  were  last!  However, 
after  much  adjusting  and  pushing  around,  the 
six  cars  were  finally  crammed  aboard.  Our  next 
obstacle  was  to  find,  on  reaching  shore,  that 
there  had  been  a  bad  wash-out  on  our  road,  near 
the  top  of  a  hill.  This  made  it  necessary  for  cars 
to  proceed  in  single  file.  The  car  in  front  of 
us  was  spinning  badly,  so  the  driver  had  to  get 
out,  in  all  that  mud  and  rain,  and  change  to 
knobby  tires.  There  was  nothing  for  us  to  do 
but  wait  until  "operation  tires"  could  be  fin- 
ished. Meanwhile,  the  rain  continued  its  tor- 
rential downpour.  But  at  last  we  were  on  our 
way  once  more,  through  veritable  lakes  and 
brooks.  In  fact,  the  lakes  were  so  real,  that  a 
flock  of  ducks  had  taken  over,  in  one  of  them, 
and  were  enjoying  a  quiet  swim,  until  we  came 
splashing  through.  It  was  4  :45  when  we  finally 
arrived  at  Peace  River.  We  had  been  on  the 
road  for  almost  seven  rain-soaked  hours,  in- 
stead of  the  three  "simple"  ones  of  our  antici- 
pation. 

Father  Bouchard  had  vacated  the  priest's 
rectory  in  favour  of  the  S.O.S.  The  first  evening 
we  called  on  six  families  to  arrange  for  the  chil- 
dren to  come  to  catechism.  All  were  friendly 
and  willing  to  come  and  taste  of  our  "wares".  I 
promised  myself,  when  I  saw  this  interest  and 
attraction,  that  I  would  make  mine  as  delectable 
as  possifble,  for  after  all,  was  it  not  the  very 
Bread  of  Life  that  we  were  privileged  to  promise 
them.  I  had  thought,  when  I  had  first  come  to 
the  beautiful  Peace  River  country,  "Wliat  a  glori- 
ous country  for  God."  Now,  as  I  met  these  charm- 
ing, hospitable  people,  I  thought  of  the  gifts  of 
grace  and  peace  the  Heavenly  Father  v^^ould 
bestow  on  these  sturdy,  rugged  people  of  a  sturdy, 
rugged  country  if  He  could  be,  in  deed  and  truth, 
the  God  of  their  hearts. 

Most  of  the  families  hoped  or  expected  that 
Father  Bouchard  would  drive  their  children  to 
the  catechism  centre.  This  he  was  willing  to  do, 
so  we  were  able  to  prepare  a  class  of  seventeen 
for  First  Communion,  and  a  class  of  eleven  for 


The  Church  at  Peace  River — 
the  latest  S.O.S.  Mission 


Confirmation.  Only  a  very  little  can  be  done  in 
one  week,  however,  especially  for  children  who 
have  had  little  or  no  religious  instruction  and 
Catholic  training.  We  were,  therefore,  much 
consoled  by  news  that  had  come  to  us  recently 
from  our  Motherhouse — that  very  soon,  in  Sep- 
tember in  fact,  the  Sisters  of  Service  would  be 
here  to  open  a  permanent  mission  among  these 
people.  There  will  be  a  music  teacher  and  a  social 
worker  who  will  provide  regular  religious  train- 
ing for  the  children,  as  well  as  instruction  in 
other  cultural  subjects. 

As  we  became  acquainted  with  the  children  in 
class,  we  found  them  very  lovely — interested  and 
interesting.  They  brought  us,  besides  their  eager- 
ness and  attention,  some  amusing  moments.  One 
of  the  little  ones  was  grumpy,  one  day.  At  the 
time.  Sister  did  not  know  the  reason  for  this 
unwonted  behaviour ;  but  we  learned  later  that  he 
was  missing  part  of  a  birthday  party.  He  kept 
watching  for  his  father  to  call  for  him  and  said 
that  he  didn't  want  to  go  to  heaven.  He  wanted 
to  go  with  his  father !  The  prize  question  of  the 
season  was,  "What  Apostle  is  Bishop  Routhier 
taking  the  place  of?" 

When  the  "rainy  season''  suddenly  gave  place 
to  a  span  of  those  glorious,  golden  days  for 
which  Alberta  is  noted,  we  had  opportunities 
of  driving  to  the  crown  of  the  hills  on  either  side 
of  the  river.  Here  we  reveled  in  the  beauty  of 
the  scenery,  which  certainly  far  surpasses  that 
of  any  other  spot  in  the  whole  Peace  River  Dis- 
trict. The  town  lies  in  a  valley,  totally  sur- 
rounded by  hills  whose  height  averages  900  feet. 
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About  four  miles  distant,  but  clearly  to  be  seen, 
is  the  confluence  of  the  Peace  and  Big  Smoky 
Rivers.  They  pass  six  small  green  islands  and 
then  conjointly,  smoothly,  but  swiftly  flow  past 
the  little  hamlet,  to  which  the  mighty  Peace 
gives  its  lovely  name. 

"We  were  to  leave  on  Monday,  and  again  it 
was  raining !  But  apparently,  this  was  a  blessing 
from  Our  Lady,  as,  on  account  of  the  weather, 
the  ferry  at  Dunvegan  was  not  operating.  This 
made  it  necessary  to  motor  round  by  way  of 
Watino  to  cross  the  Smoky  River  there.  This 
route  took  us  through  the  little  town  of  'Giroux- 
ville,  where  the  miraculous  statue  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Cape  had  recently  arrived,  on  its  torn- 
through  Canada.  It  was  receiving  the  veneration 
of  thousands  of  parishioners  of  this  vicariate.  We 
considered  it  a  privilege  to  be  able  to  join,  for 
a  short  time,  with  these  pious  devotees  of  Mary, 
who  were  reciting  the  Rosary  continuously  from 
early  morning  until  time  for  midnight  Mass.  Thus, 
the  rainy  weather  proved  to  be  for  us  a  rain  of 
grace  from  the  hands  of  Our  Lady. 

We  lunched  with  the  hospitable  Sisters  of  the 
Holy  Cross.  During  the  day,  we  visited  the 
Lourdes  grotto  at  Girouxville,  which  is  itself  be- 
coming famous.  The  charming  little  Lady  is  sur- 
prisingly small,  but  we  knew  why  no  other  statue 
could  fill  the  niche.  This  one,  we  are  told,  has 
actually  smiled  with  sweet  approval  on  some  of 
her  devoted  sons,  Oblates  of  Mary  Immaculate. 
Our  Blessed  Mother  continues  to  favour  with 
great  graces  and  blessings,  whieli  at  limes  seem 
to  border  on  the  miraculous,  the  pilgrims  who 
come  to  her,  in  this  faraway  shrine  of  the  North- 
land. What  a  fitting  climax  to  our  summer's 
catechism  work  was  this  part  of  the  "hundred- 
fold" given  to  us  by  our  loving  Mother. 

[The  Sisters  of  Service  made  a  new  foundation 
in  this  district  in  September.  Sister  Gertrude 
Walsh  and  Sister  Mary  MacDougall  were  the 
Sisters  privileged  to  break  ground  in  this  typical 
S.O.S.  corner  of  the  Vineyard.  We  hope  to  have 
details  of  the  "founding"  for  our  next  issue. 

[Editor's  Note.] 

ONE  OF  OUR  BENEFACTORS  HONOURED 

We  are  gratified  to  learn  that  Very  Reverend 
John  McQuillan  of  Ayrshire,  Scotland,  has  re- 
cently been  made  a  Canon.  Father  McQuillan  has 
been  a  friend  and  well-wisher  of  the  SLsters  of 
Service  since  the  early  days  of  foundation,  so  it 
is  from  grateful  hearts  we  offer  congratulations 
on  this  well-merited  recognition  of  fidelity  in  the 
service  of  God  and  the  Church. 


A  Priest  Forever 

The  Feasts  of  Sts.  Peter  and  Paul  will  be  a 
day  never  to  be  forgotten  by  seventeen  young 
Basilians  who,  in  St.  Basil's  Church,  Toronto, 
received  the  greatest  privilege  to  be  bestowed 
upon  man — -the  power  to  ehange  bread  and  wine 
into  the  Body  and  Blood  of  Our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ. 

The  impressive  eeremony  was  enhanced  by  the 
presence  of  the  ordaining  prelate,  His  Eminence 
James  Cardinal  McGugian.  About  fifty  priests 
were  in  the  sanctuary  and  imparted,  each  in 
turn,  his  blessing  upon  the  newly  ordained. 

Among  the  ordinandi  was  Reverend  Lawrence 
J.  Faye,  brother  of  one  of  our  sisters — Sister 
Irene  Faye — who  travelled  from  Rycroft  in  the 
Peace  River  district  to  attend  the  Ordination. 
Father  Faj^e's  mother,  two  sisters  and  five 
brothers  were  also  present. 

Father  Faye,  assisted  by  Reverend  Father  R. 
Fehr,  C.S.B.,  said'  his  first  low  Mass  in  our 
Mother  House  chapel.  During  the  week  he  said 
Mass  in  our  Novitiate  chapel  and  addressed  the 
novices  and  postulants. 

His  first  Solemn  High  Mass  Avas  celebrated  in 
St.  Michael's  Cathedral.  The  assisting  priests 
were:  Rev.  W.  Principe,  C.S.B.,  Arch-priest;  Rev. 
E.  Mahoney,  Deacon;  Reverend  B.  Courtemanche, 
Sub-Deacon.  Four  of  Father  Faye's  brothers 
served  the  Mass  and  one  acted  as  iisher.  Three 
of  his  nephews  were  torch-bearers  during  the 
Consecration.  The  Cathedral  Boys'  Choir,  of 
Which  Father  Faj^e  was  a  member  in  its  infancy, 
sang  beautifully  under  the  direction  of  Right 
Rev.  J.  E.  Ronan,  D.P.,  M.C.G.  Right  Rev.  J.  A. 
Continued  on  Page  14 


Tlie  Consecration 
Father  Faye's  First  Mass  in  St.  Michael's  Cathedral. 
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Planting  Seeds  Of  His  Love  In  The  Hearts 

Of  Children 


The  Sowers  Go  Forth 

BREAKFAST,  ordinary,  is  a  quick,  silent 
meal,  consisting  often  of  toast  and  coffee, 
but  that  Monday  morning  it  was  a  break- 
fast extraordinary — bacon  and  eggs  and  nine 
Sisters  of  Service  sitting  down  to  it.  The  usual 
silence  was  lifted  for  the  occasion,  but  it  was 
necessary  to  eat  quickly  with  little  time  for  con- 
versation, as  four  of  us  had  to  be  at  the  bus 
station  by  8 :40.  Three  others  left  later  in  the 
day. 

My  Sister-companion  had  been  teaching  cate- 
chism for  seven  weeks,  and  as  we  chatted  on  our 
way,  she  told  me  of  many  of  her  experiences.  I 
realized  how  necessary  it  is  to  make  children 
Christocentric ;  to  leave  them  with  an  urge  for 
sanctity — a  God-hunger.  I  found  my  subcon- 
scious mind  pleading  with  the  Holy  Ghost  to 
take  the  helm  and  to  see  that  my  course  was 
right.  I  felt  a  tremendous  responsibility  for  the 
souls  of  the  children  I  was  to  teaeli. 

A  Basement  With  Many  Uses 

The  px'iest  met  us  at  the  bus  station  and  took 
us  to  the  rectory — in  the  basement  of  the  church. 
There  we  met  our  "chef,"  as  the  boys  called  her, 
the  young  lady  who  was  just  starting  her  sum- 
mer holidays  and  who  had  been  commandeered 
by  Father  to  be  our  cook  for  the  week.  She  was 
quite  disheartened  at  the  outlook,  but  when  we 
got  organized  she  did  splendidly,  and  we  thor- 
oughly enjoyed  her  company. 

Father's  living  quarters  were  at  one  end  of 
the  basement  witli  stairs  leading  up  into  the 
church.  Often  after  we  had  retired  we  could  hear 
his  footsteps  in  the  Church  above.  The  other 
part  was  a  community  hall,  divided  temporarily 
into  two  long  rooms,  one  a  dormitory  with  seven 
cots  in  a  row,  side  by  side,  the  other  a  class 
room  and  dining  room  combined.  It  had  a  num- 
ber of  chaixs  facing  a  blackboard  on  one  wall,  a 
medium  table  for  washing  dishes,  etc.,  and  a  long 
trestle  table  with  benches  to  be  used  at  meal- 
time for  the  priest  and  the  young  people. 

There  were  about  thirty  pupils  waiting  for  us 
when  we  arrived.  Seven  boys,  from  little  Mike 
age  eight,  to  tall,  red-headed  Pat,  age  eighteen, 
and  two  thirteen-year-old  girls  were  to  live 
with  us  day  and  night  for  one  week  of  intensive 
study  of  the  Life  of  Our  Lord  and  the  Truths 


The  Bishop  Witli  Confiniiation  Class. 


of  Faith,  at  the  end  of  which,  they  were  to  re- 
ceive their  first  Holy  Communion. 

The  overflow  of  children  whom  Father  had 
gathered  in  from  the  missions  were  lodged  with 
families  in  the  town,  but  they  took  their  noon 
meals  with  us.  There  were  thirty-five  in  all. 

It  caused  a  lump  in  my  throat  to  see  the  group 
ali  around  the  table  with  the  priest  at  the  head. 
Each  one  took  his  turn  at  saying  the  grace,  some- 
times with  the  open  catechism  on  the  bench  by 
his  side,  in  case  of  emergency. 

Teaching  from  Morn  Till  Night 

We  divided  the  classes, — those  who  would  be 
confirmed  and  those  who  would  not.  There  were 
so  many  big  ones  who  had  not  made  their  first 
Holy  Communion,  that  we  often  grouped  the 
classes  for  teaching  fundamentals,  the  "Way  of 
the  Cross"  and  the  study  of  the  Rosary.  Father 
often  took  the  classes  for  review  work  and  ques- 
tioning. 

It  was  a  wonderful  week,  like  a  retreat  for  both 
teachers  and  pupils,  a  full,  hard  week  beginning 
at  seven  in  the  morning  and  going  on  until  ten 
in  the  evening  or  later.  Only  one  evening  we 
took  time  off  for  a  baseball  match  between  the 
Town  boys  and  the  Mission  boys.  Father  played 
on  the  Mission  team  and  our  Chef  umped,  but 
the  Town  boys  won. 

Catching  Crumbs  of  Instruction 

A  little  boy  from  Saskatchewan,  about  eight, 
who   claimed   to   be   a   non-Catholic   and  was 
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spending  his  holidays  in  the  house  next  door 
to  the  Church,  attended  'Sistex''s  classes  regularly, 
either  on  the  grass  at  the  open  window  or  on 
the  fence,  when  she  took  her  class  outside.  He 
and  big  Pat  became  warm  friends,  and  after  he 
had  learned  about  the  supernatural  life  of  the 
soul,  sanctifying  grace  and  the  sacraments,  he 
confided  to  Pat  that  his  grandmother  had  as- 
sured him  that  he  had  been  baptized. 

One  forenoon  as  I  came  out  of  the  church  with 
my  class,  young  Wayne  ran  up  to  me  and  ex- 
claimed :  "One  thing  I  know — "  "And  what  is 
that?"  I  asked.  "I  know  that  Jesus  said  the  first 
Mass  and  changed  bread  and  wine  into  His  body 
and  blood  and  gave  His  apostles  their  first  Holy 
Communion  on  the  day  before  He  died  on  the 
cross.  He  said  'Do  this'  and  made  his  apostles 
His  first  priests."  "Is  that  so?"  I  asked  when  I 
had  recovered  from  shock.  "Slire,"  said  he, 
"and  the  first  Easter  Sunday  afternoon  He  gave 
them  the  power  to  forgive  sins." 

One  evening  Avhen  Father  had  taken  all  the 
big  ones  downstairs,  I  came  down  from  the 
church  and  found  Wayne  crouched  on  the  floor 
between  Pat's  knees,  drinking  in  every  word. 
Another  evening  when  Father  was  playing  some 
recordings  of  the  Life  of  Our  Lord,  the  boys  and 
girls  were  all  sitting  around  in  the  twilight. 
When  he  turned  on  the  light  to  change  the 
records  he  found  young  Wayne  in  the  midst  of 
them. 

Once  when  Sister  and  I  had  grouped  our 
classes  to  follow  our  Lord  on  the  Way  of  the 
Cross,  little  Wayne  abandoned  his  position  on 
the  fence,  came  into  the  church  and  moved  from 
station  to  station  with  the  others. 

They  Came  Through  the  Rain 

Although  the  skies  poured  rain  Saturday  morn- 
ing, everyone  was  present  for  Mass  and  received 
Holy  Communion,  the  first  Communicants  as 
well;  then  after  Mass,  all  the  children  had  a 
breakfast  party  of  sandwiches,  cookies,  milk  and 
chocolate.  A  few  games  were  played  with  the 
little  ones,  the  first  Communion  certificates  dis- 
tributed and  everyone  encouraged  to  go  home. 

Commuters  for  the  Lord 

It  was  raining  on  Sunday  so  we  could  not  get 
out  to  our  next  mission.  We  tried  it  on  Monday, 
got  stuck  in  the  mud  and  had  to  be  helped  out, 
but  Tuesday  Father  managed  to  get  over  the 
road  with  some  difficulty. 

There  was  no  place  to  stay  so  we  had  to 
go  back  and  forth  the  twenty-three  miles  every 
morning  and  night.   Father  had  spent  time  and 


effort  on  these  children,  and  with  the  help  of 
the  non-Catholic  teacher  the  older  ones  had 
learned  their  prayers  and  many  of  the  answers 
in  the  catechism. 

There  were  thirty-five  fine  boys  and  girls 
eager  to  learn.  The  heat  was  intense  and  the 
flies  annoying,  but  we  all  worked  hard  for  the 
remainder  of  the  week. 

On  Sunday  we  went  out  with  Father  and  His 
Grace,  the  Archbishop,  in  Father's  car.  It  had 
rained  during  the  night  and  the  roads  were 
heavy  but  we  arrived  in  good  time  for  the  nine 
o'clock  Mass.  There  were  fourteen  for  First  Holy 
Communion  and  eleven  to  be  confirmed.  The 
church  was  crowded,  but  the  people  were  rever- 
ent and  orderly,  even  the  babies  seeming  to 
realize  that  it  was  an  extraordinary  occasion. 

We  returned  again  to  town  for  the  11:15  Mass. 
About  a  dozen  of  our  pupils  from  the  mission 
districts  came  fasting  and  received  Holj'^  Com- 
munion for  the  second  time.  After  Mass  they 
all  visited  with  one  another  and  enjoyed  a  picnic 
lunch. 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  His  Grace  con- 
firmed twenty-five  persons  including  our  pupils 
and  some  adult  converts.  When  the  cermony  was 
over  we  said  "Good-bye"  to  the  parents  and 
children. 


A  PRIEST  FOREVER 
Continued  from  Page  12 

McDonagh,  D.P.,  a  long-standing  friend  of  the 
family,  delivered  an  inspiring  sermon  on  the 
priesthood.  He  spoke  of  the  great  privilege  one 
has  of  assisting  at  the  Mass  of  a  newly-conse- 
crated priest  and  of  the  hundred  days  indulgence 
to  be  gained  by  receiving  his  blessing  and  kissing 
the  palms  of  his  hands.  He  paid  homage  to  the 
mother  of  the  new  priest,  stressing  that  the 
example  of  good  parents  has  a  great  deal  to  do 
Avitli  fostering  religious  vocations  in  the  chil- 
dren. He  also  mentioned  the  esteem  in  which 
the  late  Mr.  W.  E.  Faye  had  been  held  in  the 
parish,  having  been  active  in  Cathedral  societies 
for  more  than  fifteen  years. 

A  reception  was  held  in  the  Auditorium  of  the 
new  Cathedral  Choir  School,  generously  offered 
for  the  occasion  by  Right  Rev.  i\Ionsignor  Ronan. 
More  than  three  hundred  friends,  and  relatives 
paid  their  respects  to  the  newly-ordained  and 
his  mother. 

Father  Faye  will  be  stationed  at  St.  Basil's 
Seminary  during  the  coming  year  and  will  teach 
at  St.  Michael's  College  School. 

We  offer  sincere  congratv(lations  to  Father, 
with  best  wishes  for  many  years  of  successful 
service  in  the  Master's  Vineyard. 


TODAY  IS  THE  TOMORROW  YOU  WORRIEID  ABOUT  YESTERDAY. 


OCTOBER,  1950 
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PILGRIMAGE    TO  CAP-DE-LA-MADELEINE. 

Continued  from  Page  6. 
memorates  the  bridge  of  ice  and  snow  which 
formed  across  the  St.  Lawrence  River,  in  an- 
swer to  the  many,  many  rosaries  said  for  this 
purpose,  so  that  for  eight  days  stone  was  hauled 
across  the  bridge  for  the  new  Church. 

There  would  not  be  space  to  tell  you  all  the 
good  Father  told  us  about  this  "little  bit  of 
Heaven" ;  nor  would  it  be  possible  to  remember 
it.  There  is  Church  history  attached  to  the  beau- 
tiful statue  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Cape,  and  the  old 
Shrine  which  is  of  French  Colonial  architecture. 

Father  asked  that  we  join  with  the  other  Eng- 
lish pilgrims  at  3 :30  for  the  recitation  of  the 
Rosary,  and  left  the  pilgrims  as  it  was  now  lunch- 
time.  But  first  we  made  a  visit  to  the  Shrine 
where  we  were  on  time  to  hear  another  Mass. 
Then  back  to  Bus  4794  which  had  been  moved 
to  a  parking  place  with  about  ten  other  buses, 
of  other  sizes,  colours  and  from  different  places. 
(Oui's  was  the  only  Provincial  Bus  so  it  was 
not  hard  to  locate.)  Those  mortals  must  have 
been  very  hungry  when  they  packed  their  lunches. 

Back  again  at  the  Cape  I  picked  up  some  of 
the  pilgrims  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Convent  of 
the  Sisters  of  Jesus  and  Mary  where  there  is 
perpetual  adoration ;  others  were  at  the  fountain 
getting  some  miraculous  water  to  bring  home ; 
more  were  taking  photographs  of  the  many 
beauty  spots.  A  more  beautiful  spot  would  be 
hard  to  find  this  side  of  Heaven — ^and  take  it 
from  one  who  knows ! 

At  3 :30  all  the  English  pilgrims  gathered  at 
the  main  entrance  for  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary. 
Father  Renaud  announced  the  mysteries,  giving 
a  brief  talk  at  each  and  finishing  at  the  Shrine 
where  we  had  a  sermon  and  Benediction.  The 
pilgrims  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  group  were 
asked  to  meet  in  the  grounds  to  have  a  picture 
taken. 

Reverend  Father  Mole  was  also  with  us  for 
some  time,  and  told  us  of  some  miracles  which 
had  taken  place  at  the  Shrine  and  other  his- 
torical events.  After  some  snaps  were  taken  of 
the  group,  we  crossed  the  Bridge  of  Rosaries  and 
made  the  Stations  of  the  Cross,  some  in  groups, 
and  some  privately. 

At  six  o'clock  tracks  were  made  to  our  Bus 
4794  but  still  a  few  holy  pilgrims  were  among 
the  missing ;  so  Sister  and  I  formed  a  posse  to 
search  for  Mrs.  Ililtz  and  Bridie  Moran.  We 
found  them  not  far  from  the  Holy  Sepulchre 
which  is  modeled  on  the  one  in  Palestine. 

Sister  made  the  final  count — "26"— nobody 
missing  this  time  and  so  we  waved  good-bye  to 
the  Cape — until  next  year ! 

"THREE  RIVERS"— Sister  spoke  to  the  Driver 


Pilgrims  to  Cap-de-la-Madelein. 


and  we  stopped  at  the  Franciscan  Church  so 
that  everyone  might  see  the  tomb  of  the  Holy 
Father  Frederic.  It  was  well  worth  seeing, 
especially  the  numerous  wood  carvings  of  the 
main  events  in  the  life  of  the  famous  Franciscan 
priest  who  was  one  of  the  three  persons  who  wit- 
nessed the  opening  of  the  eyes  of  the  miraculous 
statue  at  the  Cape.  Our  visit  here  was  short  but 
it  would  take  at  least  an  hour  to  see  it  properly. 
Next  time  we  will  have  a  longer  stop,  I  am  sure. 

The  rest  of  the  trip  was  uneventful — ^and  be- 
fore we  realized  it  we  were  back  at  1923  Dor- 
chester Street.  Then  could  be  heard,  "Oh  Sister, 
when  are  we  going  back  again?"  "Thank  you. 
Sisters,  for  arranging  such  a  wonderful  pilgri- 
mage." 

And  now,  Good-bye,  girls,  'til  next  year!  Keep 
your  good  resolutions.  And  THANKS,  St.  Chris, 
for  your  kind  protection ! 

•Jf" 

The  deeper  the  cross  penetrates,  the  closer  one 
comes  to  God.  The  Saints  considered  it  an  honour 
and  a  privilege  to  tread  Calvary's  path  with  Christ. 
They  rejoiced  to  .suffer  for  His  divine  purposes. 
They  thanked  Him  for  the  opportunity.  They  de- 
lighted at  this  great  means  of  coming  nearer  to 
Him,  of  supplementing  His  work  of  the  Redemp- 
tion. Of  course  they  were  wise  in  the  love  of  God 
and  they  realized  fully  that  this  life  is  only  a 
stepping-stone  to  the  next. 

Edith  Bourque 


A  MAN  SHOWS  WHAT  HE  IS  BY  WHAT  HE  DOES  WITH  WHAT  HE  HAS. 
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We  Teach  Catechism  In  Vancouver  Too! 


First  Communion  Class,  Lulu  Island. 


"Ol  UFFER  the  little  children  to  come  unto 
1^  Me,  for  of  such  is  the  Kingdom  of 
heaven."  This  mandate  of  Christ  has  ever 
made  the  teaching  of  catechism  one  of  our  most 
appealing  works.  During  the  year,  we  Avere 
privileged  to  teach  in  three  parishes  in  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Vancouver,  each  parish  belonging  to 
a  different  Religious  Order — Oblate,  Franciscan 
and  Augustinian.  Did  not  St.  Paul  urge  us  to 
become  all  to  all  to  win  souls  to  Christ? 

One  Sister  taught  in  St.  Casimir's  Polish  parish 
every  Sunday  morning  preparing  children  for 
First  Holy  Communion  and  Confirmation.  When 
this  Sister  arrived  home  at  noon,  two  Sisters 
started  out  for  St.  Joseph's  parish,  Lulu  Island, 
Avhere  junior  and  senior  classes  were  instructed. 
In  May,  a  group  of  little  ones  received  First 
Holy  Communion.  The  day  remains  one  of  pleas- 
ant memories — -of  hymns  sung  during  Mass,  the 
Communion  Breakfast,  and  cameras  snapping 
pictures. 

Every  Saturday  during  April  and  May,  two 
Sisters  taught  at  St.  Monica's  parish,  Lulu  Island. 
There,  in  April,  His  Excellency,  Archbishop 
Duke,  administered  the  Sacrament  of  Confirma- 


tion. The  class,  alert  and  well-behaved,  seemed 
to  enjoy  the  oral  test  and  His  Excellency  spoke 
veiy  kindly  to  the  little  ones  of  his  flock.  Look- 
ing at  the  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  standing 
on  the  side  altar,  he  commented  on  its  beauty, 
reminded  his  listeners  that  the  Church  was  cele- 
brating the  feast  that  day,  and  urged  all  to  be 
faithful  to  the  daily  Rosary.  In  the  weeks  follow- 
ing Confirmation  Sunday,  the  Juniors  were  pre- 
pared for  First  Holy  Communion. 

Our  mode  of  transportation  is  hy  automobile. 
After  many  years  of  faithful  ser\'ice,  the  IJHo 
Dodge  was  rewarded  with  a  "face-lifting,"'  which 
greatly  enhanced  its  appearance.  It  now  sports 
a  glossy  dark-blue  finish  with  pin-stripe  trim — 
and  looks  ten  years  younger ! 

Our  experiences  in  teaching  are  those  every 
catechist  encounters — ^often  humorous,  often  en- 
couraging, sometimes  discouraging — but  always 
interesting.  Lessons  are  planned  and  prepared 
between  Club  activities  and  the  demands  of  a 
house  full  of  lively  young  girls.  With  the  school 
term  about  to  commence,  we  are  eager  to  resume 
our  labors  in  this  portion  of  -^he  blaster's  Vine- 
yard. 

S.O.S.  Vancouver. 


WORRY  IS  LIKE  A  ROOKING  CHAIR,  IT  GIVES  YOU  SOMETHING  TO  DO,  BUT  GETS  YOU  NOWHERE. 


